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PREFAC E. 



The title of this little volume is the key to its 
contents. 

The Poems have been written at various, times, 
and were originally destined for the private port- 
folio only. 

They are now offered to the thoughtful spirit, 
which sees in every event of its existence signifi- 
cances to which it must give utterance in prose or 
rhyme. The figures of the vast kaleidoscope of 
life are ever-revolving and ever-varying in their 
colouring and aspects. Lights and shades, joys 
and pain, of our mysterious being, speak to us in 
their dumb eloquence, and in the silence of our 
own hearts we sometimes hear the soft echoes of 
the past, the present, and the future. 

The " In Memorias " may meet the eye of 



PREFACE. 



some in whose hearts are buried the memories of 
loved ones with whom they will speak on earth 
no more. They have been written in deep sym- 
pathy with the bereaved, and as such are laid on 
the altar of true friendship. 

The last Echo of Life is the voice of Death. 
In the midst of rare and pure happiness the solemn 
Angel has softly entered our circle, and laying his 
cold hand on hearts that only himself could 
dissever, bade them "part awhile," and thus 
it happens that our numbers have often been 
awakened to his sad and chastened melodies. , 
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Part I. 



NATIONAL ECHOES. 




TO OUR COUNTRY. 



WEAR England, home of the true, brave, and 

free; 
1 Land of love, beauty, and of chivalry ! 
Birthplace of statesman, warrior, and divine, 
Nurse of the poets ! and the Muses nine ' 
Bearing upon thy breastplate every name 
Known in the court or in the field for fame. 
Men, who have nobly stood for right and truth. 
Whose deeds are fraught with mercy and with ruth ; 
Women, whose virtue and whose love endure, 
And come from every crucible as gold more pure. 
Pastors, from whose true teachings there shall rise 
A family whose home's beyond the skies; 
From the world's wilderness all garner'd in — 
Presented faultless by the One who knew no sin ; 
Fain at thine altar would we bow the knee, 
Bright land of beauty, love, and chivalry ! 



ECHOES OF LIFE. 



In ifflemorfam. 

HIS ROYAL HIGHNESS THE PRINCE 

CONSORT. 




ROM England's princely halls to-day, 

Riseth the plaint of woe, 
And through her land a people's tears 
In streaming torrents flaw. 



And her lov'd Queen, no more a wife, 

In lowliest sorrow mourns ; 
And orphan' d children round her weep, 

A father from them torn ! 

Noble and courtly, in his mien, 

The star upon his breast, 
And knightly sword with glittering sheen, 

And plume and princely crest. 

But greater far— beneath them all, 
The true and generous heart ! 

In every great and God-like work, 
Taking its own great parti 
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Of science, art, and every lore, 
The patron, guide, and friend ; 

And of the book, from whose rich store, 
Spring joys that never end 

And now a stricken nation stands, 
Beneath God's chastening rod ; 

And in his death, graves on her hands, 
The warning voice of God. 

No Christmas festal now for her, 

The mourning widow, lone I 
Yet may her God a husband be ! 

And she the kindred own ! 

And bells that sweetly chim'd the morn, 

That heral'd in his birth, 
Shall muffled peal — with mournful sound, 

His last farewell from earth. 

But brighter gems than monarchs wear 

Bedeck his ransom'd brow ! 
Another soul redeem'd from death, 

A sainted angel now ! 
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ON THE MARRIAGE OF THE PRINCE AND 
PRINCESS OF WALES. 




EFORE the bridal altar 

A youthful pair doth stand. 
Pledging their mutual faith, 
As hand is joined to hand. 



The ladye and the bride, 

From Denmark's sea-girt shore, 
A noble husband claims 

In England's future heir. * 

The bishop, in his robes, 
Shall put the solemn vow, 

" Will ye for ever love, 
Glad ones ! as ye do now ? 



" In sickness and in health, 
In honour and in power, 

In poverty and wealth, 
Till Death's sad parting hour?" 
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" Now place the wedding ring, 
Young husband, on your bride ; 

Your cup of joy be full 
As hers that's by thy side ! 

" A noble people's prayers 

Shall follow you each day, 
And faithful British hearts 

Make glad your future way : 

" Your Queen and mother kneels, 

And lays aside to-day 
Her mourning robes of grief, 

By ye, loved ones, to pray. 

" Another form looks on, 

Ah, wedding pair, 'tis He 
Who deigned to bless the marriage feast 

In olden Galilee !" 
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In JWemorfam* 

LORD PALMERSTON 




|ITH weight of years and honours crown'd, 
Our great man pass'd away, 
With cares of state so lately found 
Prostrate in death to-day ! 



Descended from a noble line 
Of Saxon earls, who reigned, 

Ere the proud Norman reach' d our shore, 
With blood-red banner stain'd. 

In time of England's far-famed Queen 

The name of Temple read, 
His crest the eagle's glorious eye, 

The warrior s fiery steed ! 

Fromi noble knight and reverend sire 

He claims, as Irish peer, 
A flash of Erin's brilliant fire — 

To rouse Britannia's ear. 
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The dazzling pinnacle of fame, 

Almost with easy glee, 
See him ascend, that England's name 

Untarnished stand and free ! 

Army and navy heard his name, 

Council, and senate-hall, 
And listening Europe at its fame 

Bow*d down before its call. 

The accursed stain of slavery's thrall 
He wiped from England's hands — 

Foremost to aid the approaching fall 
Was Henry of Broadlands. 

No subtle reasonings, thoughts profound, 
Or statesman's studied grace, — 

Plain honest people to confound, 
The Saxon frank ye trace ! 

And yet withal the genial fire 

That glows in kindly hearts, 
Which free-born souls pause to admire, 

Who scorn the oppressor's dart. 

With tact and skill, in peace or war, 
He guides the helm of state ; 

And listening senates, from afar, 
Cheer England's Premier great ! 
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In courtly hall, behold him stand, 

Counsel, advice, to tend, 
The Queen of our beloved land 

To aid, protect, defend ! 

The treasur'd love of youth's sweet dream 

Became the cherish'd wife ; 
And passing years serv'd but to bind 

Each in the other's life. 

We knew the Autumn winds would blow, 
And withered leaves would fall, 

But still the fine old oak might grow, 
To grace our palace hall. 

We scarcely deem'd the fiat sent, 

So suddenly it came, 
" Thrust in the sickle," read we there, 

Our honoured statesman's name ! 

An4 England's Queen, whose woman's heart 

Can feel the mourner's woe, 
Turns from the courtly glare apart 

Sweet sympathy to show ! 



NATIONAL ECHOES. II 



In JWemottam. 

THE EARL OF CARLISLE. 




ORTH from the lordly rank of peers 
A mighty statesman came, 
Crown'd with a wreath of three-score years, 
Truth for his oriflamme. 

His country's weal, or joy, or woe, 

Laid near that faithful heart, 
And poor and rich, and high and low, 

Found in its home a part 

When wearied with the heat of strife, 

The great man turn'd away, — 
And sooth'd the feverish pulse of life 

With hallowed poesy. 

In castle, hall, and gardens fair, 

He woo'd the sacred Muse, 
And strains of truth and beauty rare 

The enraptured brain suffuse. 
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Ah, poor worn slave ! whose heart must bleed 

Beneath the oppressor s sway, 
Look up, for Morpeth's tongue shall plead 

Thy million wrongs to-day. 

And Erin fair, in emerald clad, 

His miss ; on too shall hear, 
And many a mother's son be glad, 

For England's much-loved peer. 

Forth from the lordly rank of peers 

A mighty statesman came, 
Crown'd with a wreath of three-score years, 

Death for his oriflamme ! 



PRINCE LEOPOLD AND PRINCESS 

CHARLOTTE. 

A Ballad. 

N childhood's years, at that dim hour 

Mid twilight and the night, 
We gathered round the cheerful fire, 
And listened with delight ; 
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To story of a gallant youth 
Who sought a princess' hand, 

His guerdon honour, love, and truth, 
Types of fair England's land. 

His love had borne him cross the sea, 

To woo the ladye fair ; 
With virtue, talents, gifted he — 

And she with beauty rare. 

Twas whispered that they met alone, 
And pledged their mutual troth ; 

That oft the lute's soft silvery tone — 
Chimed in with song of both. 

Perhaps a dash of his romance, 
Her king — and yet her sire — 

Taught her to cast that trusting glance, 
Nor quench his ardent fire. 

However that may be, he won 
Our country's fairest flower, — 

And all admir'd and cheer'd, but none 
Withheld the treasur'd dower. 

A mansion costly, rich, and rare, 

A generous people find, 
Wherein to place the youthful pair, 

The loving, frank, and kind. 



M 
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In scenes of quiet and repose 
They pass'd the golden hours. 

Nor deem'd the future should disclose 
Aught but Love's greenest bowers. 

Should Death his awful arrow plume, 

And lay the monarch low, 
The bride, in all her early bloom, 

A queenly crown would know. 

Should He who holds the life of kings 

Add to his growing years, 
An heir of royal blood she brings, 

To stem a nation's fears ! 

The cup of earthly bliss is full, 

And soon it may o'erflow ; 
Tremble, young husband, lest His hand 

Should lay thy treasure low. 

The royal parents wait to embrace 

The pledge of mutual love, 
A nation longed to see the face 

Of the sweet infant dove. 

Make ready for the lovely guest, 

Was morning's early cry ; 
Ere eve, ah ! who shall tell the rest 1 

Mother and child must die. 
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Beauteous in death, and sadly still 
And motionless they laid ; — 

O, widowed husband ! who shall fill 
The void which now is made ? 

She who with smiles lit up the hearth, 
And filled the home with glee, 

Gone from the home of joy and mirth, 
The Spoiler's guest to be ! 




A VOICE FROM THE MINES. 
Oaks Colliery. 

|N the grey of the cold December morn, 
They went to their work away, 
Three hundred souls, who are daily borne 
From the light of the blessed day. 

And they toiled on thro' the weary hours, 

For the bread they may never taste, 
For their wives and their little ones all their powers 

Are spent, and now soon they will haste, 
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To the loving group, and the cheerful fire, 

To talk of the coming day — 
But the arrow is plumed, and no more they'll see 

The light of the blessed day ! 

One long deep peal thro' the mine doth sound, 

One lurid flash of light, 
And the miners lie prostrate on the ground, 

And all is as dark as night ! 

And the pain and the anguish that surely came 

O'er the hearts of the stalwart men, 
Are writ as in letters of living flame, 

But not by an earthly pen. 

And, amid the gloom of that awful scene, 

Stood forth the souls true and brave, 
Who stayed not to shed the useless tear, 

But their comrades rush cl on to save. 

And the memory sad of that noble deed 

Shall steale on each Briton's ear, 
For the miners true, who, in time of need. 

Knew not what it was to fear. 

O, widows and orphans, in penury left, 
Ye shall smile 'mid your agony deep ; 

For your Queen, in the sorrow her heart hath bereft, 
Hath learn'd with the mourner to weep. 
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And the God of the fatherless watcheth his trust. 

Nor leaveth his children alone ; 
Poor, helpless, and frail — the children of dust — 

Their wailings shall reach to his throne ! 



THE QUEEN'S BAPTISMAL GIFT 

OF A 

STATUETTE OF THE LATE PRINCE CONSORT, ADORNED WITH 
FLOWERS, TO HER GODSON, ALBERT VICTOR EDWARD. 




|ES ! gaze upon that statuette, 'tis the form 
Of one whose blood is flowing thro* thine 
own, 

Whose ransom'd soul, beyond the reach of storm, 
Calmly reposes, where no sin is known. 

Although thou ne'er could'st know the fond embrace, 
Or hear the blessing of thy good grand-sire, 

In yonder figure thou shalt learn to trace 
The noble features, and the soul's warm fire. 



B 
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The statuette, silver, and in armour clad, 

Presents the Christian in his heavenward course ; 

Whilst words of triumph, and of cheering glad, 
Tell of his faiths deep spring and hidden source. 

The helmet speaks of conflict and of war, 

Christ's soldier's safeguard in the hour of -strife ; 

The lilies beauteous emblems — fragrant, fair ! — 
Present the fitting types of that high life ! 

The broken rose shows forth the widowed heart 
Of her who gave to thee .this precious gift, 

And pray d that God would in His time impart 
His grace, in measure as he saw most fit 

The snowdrops tell of youth, and early spring ; 

Thy Queen hath chosen these that thou might'st look 
On them, and thy young spirit early bring 

To model by thy God's most sacred book. 

The lily from the streamlet is thyself, 

Fresh from the dew of thy baptismal day, 

Received into the outward church of Christ, 
That thou might'st learn to trace his step alway. 

The illustrious sponsor is thy kith and Queen, 
Long may she live ! till thou redeem' st the pledge 

She made, to see thee trained in love to Him 
Who gave this great baptismal privilege. 
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$n JWemorimn. 

RICHARD COBDEN. 




NOTHER patriot soul -has passed 

The portals of the tomb ; 

O'er every British "heart is cast 

A sad, still, sacred gloom. 

A vacant seat in that fair hall 
To-day with grief we see, — 

Who shall the absent one supply 1 
What be has been to ye ? 

In times of danger and distress 
He faced the embattled foe ; 

And dar'd his conscience to confess, — 
His large heart's overflow. 

With modest greatness he can waive 
His sovereign's proffered gift ;* 

Nor stay whilst there is one to save — 
From Misery's depths to lift 

*A seat in the Cabinet 
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His country graven on bis heart, 
Has proVd his creed sincere ; 

Nor drop of blood has stain'd the dart 
He wielded far or near. 

Far from the weight of earthly care, 
The statesman's head^ lies low > 

His life one ardent^ fervent, prayer, 
To" avert sin, ill, and woe. 

By side of noblest English knight, 
Shall Cobden's name be found ; 

And future ages bless the sight 
Of homes — with plenty crown'd. 

There needs for him no' hired train, 
Of glittering pomp and pride : 

The grief that knows of no restrain, 
Tells that a frknd has died. 

Who strew'd the young Spring's early flow'rs 

On sainted Cobden's bier? 
Whose tears burst forth like April showers, 

But Bright's, his lov'd compeer? 

Another patriot soul has past 

The portals of the tomb ; 
Cut down by March's wintry blast, 

In Paradise to bloom. 
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A SATURDAY AFTERNOON THOUGHT FOR 

THE WORKING-MAN. 




jHY Sabbath eve is come — let it be sweet to 
thee, 
Toil-worn mechanic, who hast pass'd the week 
In crowded streets — where comes, nor fresh nor free, 

The air of heaven, to bathe thy pallid cheek. « 
Go forth into the fields, and meet thy Maker there, 

Who clothes the grass and forms the forest flower ; 
'Mid gushing rills pour forth thy grateful prayer, 

And gaze, and wonder, and adore His power ! 
Doth He not teach thee in the pasture green, 

The shady walk, and in the sunny glade ? 
Are not the traces of His footsteps seen 

Upon the world of waters He hath made ? 
O listen, then ! for they who seek may hear 
These silent teachings when their God is near ! 
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LINES 

ADDRESSED TO ROBERT KELL, ESQ., BRADFORD, AFTER THE 
REFORM DEMONSTRATION IN LEEDS. 




[ND shall his name unhonoured pass away — 
Champion of freedom — liberty of soul — 
Whose noblest energies are called in play 

When human weal or interest is the goal 1 
First in the ranks of all the brave and true, 

To wield the sword of moral suasion pure ; 
Thy earnest spirit and thine aims we knew, 

To struggle and to conquer and endure ! 
On, patriot, on ! tho' Cobden's voice be still'd, 

Thine eye can see afar the beacon fire, 
And streaks of morn the waiting skies that gild, 

Bright rays of hope ! our spirits to inspire ! 
With that great mind that solved the problem grand — 

A people's welfare and a nation's good — 
The name which sounds thro* our beloved land, 

Glorious and earnest — yet not understood. 
Work on ! and may God speed thy high emprize, 

Whilst fruitful harvests open to thy view — 
The dowry rich of long self-sacrifice, 

A new-born people — glorious, brave, and true ! 
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A TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY OF THE 
LATE ERNEST JONES. 




HE crown was woven for his brow, 

Its laurels nobly won ! 
But another wreath awaits him now, 
Our patriot's work is done ! 



Lowly in death he lies to-day, 
The earnest, brave, and true ; 

To Freedom's goal who Jed the way, 
Whose word the oppressor knew. 

Sponsor^ by kings — a soldier's child- 

In solitude he grew, 
And in the lonesome forest wild 

Nurs'd feelings pure and true, 

To love the good — to hate the wrong- 
His high and constant aim ; 

He walked as angel 'mid the throng 
Who scorn'd his work and aim. 
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Imprison'd ! hated ! for the truth 
In burning words he told ; 

No anger show'd, but pity, ruth, — 
Unstain'd by bribe or gold ! 

With martyr firmness in the right 

He steadfast held his way, 
And battle did, with Titan might, 

Against oppression's sway. 

A brother-man, in every form, 
He haiPd and sought to save 

From poverty's o'erwhelming storm, 
And crime's bewildering maze. 

In woman's cause his voice was heard, 
Owning her influence strong ; 

For it his eloquence was stirr'd 
To poesy and song 3 

Adieu ! brave heart, too soon adieu ! 

Thy mission seem'd not sped, 
Thy like how few ! how sadly few ! 

And thou, alas, art dead I 
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ON WILDERSPIN. 




[ND must his name forgotten pass away, 

Who nobly fill'd the mission Brougham 
prais'd ? 
Shall none in glowing numbers sing the lay 

Of him who Education's temple rais'd ? 
Who sought to polish and adorn the stones, 

And fitly place them with a master hand ; 
More precious these than monarchs on their thrones, 

A nation's hope — our rising infant band ! 
Ah ! no, for tho* the three-fold cord was rent,* 

And severed him from dearest earthly ties, 
His life was one great loving sacrament 

Of earnest action, human sympathies. 
Some have gone early unto heaven perchance, 

Who owed their training to his mighty mind : 
If earthly toil can heavenly bliss enhance, 

Sure there, rich happiness his soul shall find. 

* Wilderspin lost his wife and daughter some time previous to his death. 
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Some have outlived him, and the precious seed, 

Tho* sown in weakness, has been raised in strength ; 
A noble company, that he did lead 

From infant weakness unto manly strength. 
And these gave sweet consolement at the time 

When life, and health, and being ebbed away, 
A halo flung of heavenly light divine, 

To gild the sunset of his parting day. 




Part II. 



SOCIAL ECHOES. 




THE SONG OF THE SKY-LARK. 




N the fields of Australia's far-off land, 
Where they delve for the golden ore, 
Sat a fierce and hardy emigrant band, 
Exiled from England's shore ! 



' Twas the morn of God's holy day of rest, 
When men from their labours do cease ; 

The day which He blest, and we call it best, 
For it brings to us hope and peace. 

In the church they had heard the solemn prayer, 

And the voices of human praise, 
But their barren hearts no response did bear 

To Him who watched over their days. 

So they came to the temple no mortal has built, 
To mourn and bewail their deep sin, 

For the burden was heavy, of each one's guilt, 
And grievous to bear within. 
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And no priest was near to shrive or absolve, 

No service was there to inspire, 
No Christian to strengthen the holy resolve, 

Or re-kindle the Spirit's fire. 

But a little bird, from old England's land, 
Poured forth its sweet thrilling lays, 

And awakened thoughts of a distant strand, 
And home of their childhood's days — 

Of the early playmate, or mother dead — 
Of the church and the Sabbath-day — 

Of some whom they'd fondly hoped to wed 
Ere they'd chosen sin's darkened way. 

And the silent tears stole adown their cheek, 

Like a holy baptismal rain, 
And the l>ird, that could neither pray or preach, 

Had awoke them to life again. 
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THE BLIND CHILD. 




HEARD my mother's lullaby, 
In childhood's early tide ; 
I felt the tear that lav'd her eye, 
When my loved father died ; 
The hand that rested on my head 

The while she breathed a prayer, 
That God's best blessings might be shed 

Now and forever there. 
Her soothing kiss — her fond embrace 
I .felt — but never saw that face. 

Oh ! in the spring and summer days, 
When trees and flowers are glad — 

When wood-birds tune their joyous lays, 
And nought on earth seems sad : 

When murmuring streamlets glide along, 
On their green banks I lie, 
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And as I list their peaceful song, 
Methinks 'twere sweet to die t 
I bless the winged summer hours, 
But see nor trees, nor birds, nor flowers. 

At evening, when the children meet 

Beneath the chestnut tree, 
And gaily dance with fairy feet, 

And sing their song of glee ; 
Or, wondering, watch the moon appear, 

And count the stars that rise, 
I heave a sigh, and oft a tear 

Starts in these sightless eyes ! 
I see them not ! those heavens that spread 
In silent beauty o'er my head. 

Oh ! for the echo of that voice, 

When forth His fiat went, 
That bade the morning stars rejoice 

In the blue firmament. 
Thou who didst say " Let there be light," 

Now listen while I pray,' 
That thou wouldst chase this dreary night, 

And make its darkness day ; 
Then these sad eyes shall wake and see 
Thy glorious works, how bright they be ! 
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"I WAS A STRANGER," 




STRANGER ! O how sadly lone 
Must be the stranger's heart ; 
Exiled, uncared for, and unknown, 
From kith and kin apart ! 



A stranger ! whonshall breathe that word 

Without an aching breast? 
A lonely bark ! a weary bird 

That hath no ark of rest.! 

A stranger ! when the bright blue sky 

In beauty spreads o'er him ; 
And flowerets' bloom might glad his eye, 

That eye with tears is dim. 

A stranger ! when the social band 

In joy and gladness meet, 
A pilgrim in a weary land, 

Who shall that wanderer greet 9 
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A stranger ! when the hall of mirth 
Resounds with joy and glee, 

Hath but his lonely, cheerless, hearth ; 
How desolate is he ! 

A stranger ! when the prayer is said, 

Before the hour of rest, 
Who prays that blessings may be shed 

O'er that lone wanderer's rest 1 

A stranger ! when his course shall clos 

His star of life grow dim ; 
Who shall watch o'er his last repose 1 

Oh, who shall weep for him ? 



Refuse him not a pitying tear ; 

How weary is his lot I 
Remembering we are strangers here, 

Let him not be forgot. 
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THE SAILOR'S GRAVE. 




jEST he in some sequestered spot, 
Meet for the sainted dead, 
Where cypress trees and mournful yew 
In solemn grandeur spread ? 

Or sleeps he in a peaceful tomb, 

Beneath the willow tree, 
Where wild flowers in their beauty bloom, 

And birds sing mournfully; 

Where love with her impassion'd eye 

Weeps o'er the lowly bier, 
Or purer friendship breathes a sigh, 

Or memory sheds a tear? 

Rests he where sunbeams gladly play 

Upon the dusky heath, 
And smile as tho' no lifeless clay 

Slept silently beneath ? 
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Ah, no ! — nor in the sunny vale ; 

Nor mid the heather flowers ; 
Nor where the violet-scented gale 

Mingles with evening showers. 

But where wild waves and billows dash, 

And beating surges roar; 
And where the lonely sea-gull's splash 

Resounds upon the shore ; 

And where the cold and whitened spray, 
Flung from the deep blue wave, 

Spreads o'er his breast a watery pall, 
He found his early grave I 



THE BRIDE'S ADIEU. 




IS a holy scene ye are come to view, 
And hallowed the tears that fall 
From the youthful bride as she bids adieu 
To her father's ancient hall. 



Oh 1 disturb her not 1 she is calling back 
A dream of her childhood's hours ; 

They were sunny days ; will her future track 
Be as thickly strewn with flowers ? 

Oh, the mountain stream, and the forest glade — 

The vale, and the old thorn tree ; 
Full oft she had danced 'neath its peaceful shade, 

In the home of her childhood's glee. 

Can the deepest love of that young fond heart, 

With her own so closely twined, 
No healing balm to her soul impart, 

For all she must leave behind ¥ 

She is lingering still, tho' the evening hour. 

Has passed with the sounds which fell, 
As she gazed once more on that ruin'd tower, 

As chimed forth its vesper bell. 

The morn hath dawn'd, and her youthful brow 
Is wreathed with the orange flowers ; 

She hath left the home of her childhood now, 
The scene of her sunny hours. 
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WOMAN'S LOVE. 




[S the green ivy to the oak tree clings 

In wild luxuriance 'neath its sheltering leaves, 
A beauteous mantle o'er the stem it flings, 
And gives support, while it support receives. 
Just such is woman ! oft she may appear 

To lean on man for help and fostering care ; 
Yet is she sent, to beautify, to cheer 

His hours of loneliness, perchance to bear 
His wounded spirit up, when some wild blast 
His drooping head hath rudely overpast. 
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WOMAN'S GRIEF. 




the meek (Jove folds o'er its bleeding side 
Its drooping wing, and seeketh so to hide 
The wound inflicted by the deadly shaft 
Whence streams the life-blood from its beating heart- 
So she who loves, and is betrayed by him 
Whose star of hope she was, tho* now seen dim, 
Weepeth in solitude, but in the world doth wear 
A smile, as glad as tho' no festering care, 
Rankling within, had mark'd her for its prey, 
E'en in the spring-time of life's transient day. 
Friendship, while sorrowing o'er her early tomb, 
Weens not the secret of her faded bloom ; 
Too deep her grief for earthly friend to share, 
Her secret, with herself, lies buried there. 
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I'LL THINK OF THEE. 




LL think of thee in the summer hour, 
When all is bright and gay ; 

When every tree, and shrub, and flower 
Is deck'd in rich array. 



I'll think of thee too in the wintry day, 

When all is cold and drear ; 
When the voice of ruin and decay 

Tells of the blighted year. 

I'll think of thee in the bloom of health, 
While sorrow's path's untrod ; 

Nor forget thee in the hour when all 
Bow to the Chastener's rod. 

Ill think of thee on the Sabbath day, 
When the great assembly meet, 

And the thought shall be as a dewy day, 
In a weary land of heat 




Ill think of thee at the hour of prayer, 
And when young voices blending, 

Float sweetly on the evening air, 
To heaven their music sending. 

I'll think of thee in this weary world, 
Where ills are thickly strewn ; 

Nor forget thee in that happy land 
Where sorrow is unknown. 



THE SUNFLOWER. 
From the German. 

OW many a flow'ret openeth to the sun, 

Sporting its faery hues the live-long day, 
As if it felt its being, yet but one 

Doth follow and doth turn to him alway. 
Heart 1 be thou like the sunflower, and unfold 

To all the blessings God has given thee ; 
And ever turn to Him, so shalt thou hold 
Thyself in an undying purity. 
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TO ZILLAH, 

On her Tenth Birthday. 

|OME hither thou sweet child, 
And I will weave a lay 
Of flowerets sweet and wild 
To deck thy natal day. 
Just in thine opening prime, 

A little faery flower, 
May no unkindly time 

Pass o'er thy summer hour ! 
For thou art gentle, kind, 

And lovest all things well, 
And none may ever find 
Wrong in thy heart to dwell 

I've marked thy gentle eye, 

That sees another's woe, 
And oh, I've breath'd a prayer, 

That thou may'st never know 
The sorrows, ills, and cares 

Of lone and orphan'd child ; 
But mayst thou daily grow 

In truth and virtue mild, 




Under the loving guide 
Who takes thee as her own 

And by whose gentle hand 
Thine infancy hath grown. 

The sacred time draws near 

That celebrates His birth, 
Who as a little child 

Came down to dwell on earth ! 
To Him, dear Zillah, go 

In thy sweet opening prime, 
And let thine early prayer 

Mingle with the deep chime 
Of Christmas bells that ring 

So sweetly thro' the air. 
So shalt thou ever sing, 

His praise in heaven so fair ! 



AUTUMN LOVE. 




HERE is a love that far transcends 

The early dreams of youth, 
'Tis that which sombre autumn lends, 
Tis light, and peace, and truth. 
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Like richest tints of fading leaves, 
Most beauteous in their fall ; 

Or like the golden harvest sheaves, 
Bowing to reaper's calL 

Or like the autumn tints that gain 
Fresh sweetness as they bide, 

The last rich clusters that remain 
When all are gone beside. 

Such is the love deep, pure, and strong, 
When passion's voice is still ; 

The love enduring, pure, and long, 
That purifies the wilL 

Freed from all selfish, earthly stain, 

It sheds its holy ray, 
Like stars that calm and quiet reign, 

After the blaze of day. 

When song of blither bird is still, 

One poureth forth its lays, 
And with its melodies doth fill 

Our eventides with praise. 

Oh, Reaper great ! we bless the love 
That spai^d the later sheaves, 

And with the tints of heaven above 
Made beauteous fading leaves ; 
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That thrusts the sickle in the vine, 
When fruits are ripe for Thee ; 

Meet for the wine-press which is Thine, 
Thy vintage may we be I 



SONG TO THE BIRD OF PASSAGE. 




EET wanderer ! the gentle spring 
Hath strewM the earth with flowers ; 

Oh, haste thee ! plume thy fairy wing, 
Bird of the summer hours. 



Nay, tarry not j the primrose pale 
Hath raised her starry eye ; 

And the soft balmy southern gale 
Hath breath'd where violets lie. 

The trees that were so dead and sere, 
Clad in their vernal dress ; 

Oh, they are smiling gladly here, 
In very loveliness. 
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Perchance thou linger'st in some clime, 
Some dreamy clime of flowers, 

Where it is ever summer time, 
Amid the fragrant flowers. 

There in the scented orange grove, 

Beneath a bright blue sky, 
How sweetly, wanderer, canst thou rove, 

And pour thy melody — 

Which chimeth in with music sweet, 

Of the half- uttered tale 
That lovers whisper, when they meet 

Beneath the moonlight pale. 

Yet tarry not, the gentle spring 

Hath strew' d the earth with flowers ; 

And beauty flung o'er everything, 
In this bright world of ours. 



SOCIAL ECHOES. 47 




THE GRAVE OF THE EMIGRANTS BABE. 



The following poem is founded upon an affecting incident related by a young 
female in humble life, an emigrant from Ireland During the recital, 
the expression of her fine intellectual face and fast-flowing tears attested 
a truth we all admit, that warm hearts and gentle sympathies may exist 
where the refinements of polished life are wanting. 



WAS evening when we left the shore 
That bounds my native land ; 
I looked my last adieu once more, 
Once more I waved my hand. 

Softly the setting sunbeam's rays 
Stream* d o'er the mountains blue ; 

I watch'd them, till the purple haze 
Had hid them from my view. 

They were my native hills, you know, 
And when the tallest height 

Slept in the mist I went below, 
And wept, as well I might 

I clasp'd my infant to my breast, 

'Twas all the world to me ; 
Its sire had found his last sad rest 

Low in the deep blue sea. 
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The ship that bore us far away, 

By kindly breezes fann'd, 
Hasted where forests shade the day, 

And palm-trees grace the land. 

Ere it had gain'd that distant shore, 

An angel passed us by ; 
Death was the ensign that he wore. 

And death was in his eye. 

His arrows dread around he threw, 

As on that fearful night, 
When Egypt's flower and hope he slew, 

And chang'd their bloom to blight. 

Each day beheld a mourner weep, 

Some infant spirit fled ; 
Each starry midnight saw the deep 

Receive some silent dead. 

Oh ! when I heard each lifeless babe 

Plung'd in that lonely sea, 
How fervent was the prayer I prayM 

That mine might live for me! 

But when at last it drooped and died 

I clasped it to my breast ; 
Three days I strove its death to hide, 

And sang a corpse to rest ! 
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I could not brook its little grave 
Should be where billows roar, 

Beneath the wild blue ocean wave, 
The sea-bird screaming o'er ! 

Its cold remains had sweetly slept , 

In some sequestered dell 
Of the dear land I late had left— 

The land I lov'd so well ! 

What reck'd I, each returning day 
Had wrought a fearful change % 

Death, which had made my child his prey 
Could not my love estrange. 

■ 

At length my mournful story spread, 
And reach'd our Captain's ear ; 

I saw him turn away his head, 
To wipe a falling tear. 

He bade them take the child from me, 

And with the sailors staid, 
Until within the drifting boat 

Its little corpse they laid. 

Ere long we came in sight of land, 

And then they went ashore ; 
And so my darling's lifeless clay 

Away with them they bore. 
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Upon the edge of a sweet glade, 
'Mid forest tree and flower, 

The little lonely grave they made, 
In the still moon-lit hour. 

Like Ruth I wept, and pray'd that He 
(Who in His kingdom blest 

Their angels bright doth ever see 
He early calls to rest,) 

Might His rich blessings ever shed, 
And the brave seamen own, 

Who to the living and the dead 
Such kindness now had shown. 



THOUGHTS FOR MAY. 




IS the merrie month of May, 

Flow rets spring, and breezes play, 
Little birds their carols singing, 

Insects on their light forms winging. 

Hawthorn blossoms scent the air, 

Lilacs bursting, primrose fair, 
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Tiny children gathering up 
Cuckoo flower and buttercup ; 
Grasses green are gemm'd over 
With pettitoes, and sweetest clover. * 
Music too of sparkling rills, 
Our listening ear with rapture fills. 
Lovers wandering in the lanes, 
Too short the walk for amorous swains. 
Sweetest month of all the year, 
None other may with thee compeer ! 
Like lovely maiden in her pride, 
Or like unto a blushing bride 
Leaning on her lov'd one's arm — 
Trusting, happy, quiet, calm; 
Type of that blest land afar, 
Where no storms may ever mar — 
Where the trees are always seen 
Clad in everlasting green ; 
Where the flowers that ever bloom, 
Never lose their sweet perfume. 
Thou who mad'st the seasons roll, 
Speak unto each waiting soul ; 
Through this glorious month of May, 
Teach us to heed what thou dost say ; 
Help to soar on angel wing, 
To the land that's always spring. 
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TO ALICE. 




ITTLE Alice, darling child, - 

' Flow'ret glad of early spring, 
Gentle, loving, truthful, mild, 
Sweet and simple thing ! 



Now thy smiling, happy face 

Seems so full of joy, 
That a line we ne'er can trace 

Of infantine alloy. 

Seems there on that tiny brow, 

Embryo of thought, 
What doth busy it as now, 

We can ne'er be taught. 

Yet we list thy accents clear, 

Far beyond thy age, 
And often muse with hope and fear, 

As they our hearts engage. 
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Priceless treasure, kindly sent 
To bless our home and hearth ; 

Joy and sorrow wisely blent 
In life's all-chequered path. 

Sweet memento of that Child, 

* Who knew no other rest 
Than the manger — and His mild 
And gentle mother's breast. 

Little Alice ! may His arms 

In love thy steps uphold, 
And protect thee from alarms, 

In His all-sheltering fold; 

Be near thee if the dew of youth 
Gives place to childhood's tide; 

And guide thee in the paths of truth, 
His pastures fresh beside. 

No more we write — thy future lot 
To our dear God is known, 

Who dwells in light that changes not, 
On His own sapphire throne. 
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THE LUNATIC ASYLUM. 
A Fragment. 

(READ lightly! bow the head, speak soft 
and low ! 
Dwells there in thee a soul, a pitying eye 

for human woe ; 
Then wilt thou shed tears such as His 
Who wept o'er fair Jerusalem. 
'Tis an Asylum ! and the motley group thou seest 

around 
Are in age and nature varied as the streaks of yonder 

setting sun. 
The outer world — to them a vision past ! 
The inner — one in which they live their own sad secret; 
Mark well each face, and, as the doctor shows you 

round, % 
Regard the varied greetings, and be sure 
There is a meaning deep in each : 
The vacant smile, the trusting glance, 
Or, what is still more sad, the look of conscious reason 
Great in ruins ! 
That is an idiot — so they say ; 



II 
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But there is something in the merry twinkle of her eye 
That tells a latent spark from her Almighty Father 
Lingers there. She plays her flute, the doctor's gift ; 
Tells how her dying mother claspt her in her arms, 
And pray'd that God would bless the idiot child. 
That fair young girl with hair dishevelled and unkempt 
Is wandering o'er sweet visions of the past 
A village maiden she ! and mid the song of birds and 

insect hum, 
Awoke to the great strife of Jife. 
Sometimes in quiet moods she tells of the green woods 
And pleasant pastures, where she used to roam, 
And of the hawthorn or wild rose, 
With which she decked her hair. 
Sometimes she wanders, and a name escapes her lips, 
Of one who whispered words of love that won her 

girlish heart, . 
And left it desolate — " a heap of ashes !" 
That maiden lady sitting all alone, and still so beautiful, 
Has yet scarce reach' d the sober autumn 
Of a life well spent in glad obedience to her Maker's 

laws, 
And in . His service, . not alone of outward rites 

composed, 
But doing justice, loving mercy, walking humbly with 

her God ; 
And she can trust Him ! waiting, questionless, 



? 



■ Jr 



1 
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Until He ope the prison doors and set her free. 

She. with that sad pale face, who silent, mute, 

Presents a fitting image of Despair, 

Was the fond wife and mother, till the arrow sped 

That laid her prostrate, and of mind bereft — 

No tears she sheds, for her such sweet relief 

May never be, and when the children with their 

father come, 
She fixes on them one unutterable glance of woe ; 
Her icy lips, compressed and pale, return no sign to 

that fond kiss 
Imprinted by the one who still doth fondly 
Watch her, as some treasured prize departing from 

his grasp. 
One name alone brings back a transient gleam of hope, 
And lights her mournful eye — 'tis that of Him 
Who in His earthly sojourn healed the sore-vexed, 
And to the lunatic spake words of comfort and of grace, 
And bade the wearied one depart in peace. 
So, for His sake, let all who bear His name 
Their Lord's example follow, and extend sweet 

sympathy 
To these His "least ones, strangers, and in prison!" 
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TO J. D. CLEATON, Esq., 



On his retirement from the office of Medical Superintendent of the 
Wakefield Asylum, with the presentation of a Timepiece and 
Silver Inkstand from the Officers. 



(HERE are some seasons when with hope and 
joy 
Something of sadness mingles, and we feel 
Regret, and e'en a pang of deep alloy 

Over our spirits unaware to steale. 
We hear the call that summons thee from hence 

In other scenes thy future part to play, 
And as we listen, know we not from whence 

All changes come, that mark our chequered way 1 
Yet with the deep regret — the parting word — 

We would recall the picture's brightest side ; 
For who are they who never yet have heard 

Of mercies mingled with the darkest tide % 
Rest we a moment on the by-gone times, 

When first thou earnest this multitude* among ; 
While as a stranger from a distant clime 

Thy welcoming we gladly hailed and sung. 

* The West Riding Asylum of Wakefield numbers 1,500 inmates. 
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To some thou wert as brother or as friend, 

Acting together for the general weal ; 
To others, oft thy sympathy and aid did lend 

To soothe, and solace when thou could'st not heal. 
Now call we back with thee the happy times 

When we have wandered in the greenwood's shade ; 
And with thee listened to the thrilling chimes, 

And sweet wild minstrelsy the woods have made. 
When with the song and dance and music sweet 

We wird away the golden summer hours, 
And felt the earth too light beneath our feet, 

That pressed the emerald turf and sweet wild 
flowers. 
Then gazing on the great and wondrous sight — 

Nature's va$t temple and her heaven-lit dome — 
We learned from it with reverence and delight 

Of our great Father's many-mansioned home ! • 
We've joined with thee on God's all-hallowed day, 

With him who led our wearied souls above, 
And from his reverend lips taught us to pray 

As one dear family in faith and love. 
We've listened to the anthem's deep rich sound, 

Voice after voice, in full melodious swell, 
And thine has lent its aid, and thrown around 

Its melody and soul-enchanting spell. 
We bring our gifts — these offerings from the heart — 

Memorials of regard, sincere and deep, 
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And as from thee, regretfully we part, 

Pray thee as such, for sake of us to keep. 
Symbol, the one, of the great worth of time — 

Gazing upon it, shalt thou value more 
Life's purpose, and significance divine 

Op'ning Eternity's dark mystic door. 
The other gift shall some reminder be 

Of those glad treasures— letters from a friend; 
Perchance at sight of it, thou'lt minded be 

Of thy own weal or woe — some word to send. 
Take with thee woman's deep sincere regard, 

For kindness and forbearance often shown ; 
With man's long-tried attachment, greater far . 

Than all the honours thou now call'st thine own. 
Farewell ! and may thy mission ever be 

One of sweet mercy and of human love ; 
Those priceless gems that set the spirit free, 

Reflex of those whose deeds are writ above. 
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JULY SONNET. 




I HE summer breeze doth sweetly play, 
The waving trees and flowers among ; 
Bringing the scent of new-mown hay, 
Which mowers all around have flung. 
The sweet leaves through the casement peep, 

In all the beauty of their summer green, 
As if within a faery bower to keep, 

With roses clustering daintily between. 
And yonder rises up the old church tower, 

In wreaths of ivy and of wallflower clad ; 
And often in the solemn midnight hour 

It bringeth memories both sweet and sad. 
For once it hails us into opening life, 

Then maketh us a husband or a wife. 
Again it shall receive us — silent, dead ! 

And with its prayers to rest lay each one's head. 
* The little birds are pouring forth their lays, 
And I sit listening to their mellow song 
Rejoicing in the long bright summer days, 
Where Nature hath her gorgeous mantle flung. 
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CHARLES WATERTON, Esq., 

THE CELEBRATED TRAVELLER AND NATURALIST, OF WALTON 

HALL, NEAR WAKEFIELD. 



HE reaper Death goes foith to-day, 

Nor cuts the early flowers ; 
Passes by youth and manhood gay, 
And stands by Walton's towers. 




Surveys the broad and stately lands, 

With calm unerring eye, 
And with his own relentless hands 

The owner rrlarks to die. 

What recks he that the noble hall, 
With followers brave and true, 

Will lose the master's faithful care ? 
The master now is due ! 



The whitened snows of four-score years 

Have cast upon his head 
A crown of glory, such as one 

Gives to the sainted dead. 
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Years back, and sorrow deep and strong 

Preyed on that manly heart ; 
None of the loved and loving throng 

Could heal so keen a smart. 

Not the fair blossom left by her, 

So late a blushing bride, 
Could heal the wound her death had made, 

Torn from his loving side. 

In Egypt, Greece, and classic Rome, 

He sought repose to rind ; 
Far from his lov'd and peaceful home 

He sooth' d the unwearied mind. 

By shady woods and mountains steep, 
Where murmuring waters leapt ; 

By lonely vales and forests deep, 
Vigil the wanderer kept. 

Laden with trophies of far climes, 

He comes a wanderer home, 
To list once more the village chimes, 

And then once more to roam. 

From ocean's depths and forest stores 

He culls with curious care ; 
Artistic paintings, figures quaint, 

Adorn the galleries fair ; 



Bright tropic birds of every hue, 

Insects of faery wing, 
All that is beautiful and true, 

From Nature's deep well spring. 

And now the true-born English squire 

Lies still, and sadly low ; 
Weep mourners o'er your scion's pyre ! 

The like no more ye'll know. 

Sisters ! who watched the infant years, 

Of bim who never knew 
A mother's love — cease those sad tears— 

Ye loved, both well and true. 

The mass is sung ! the kneeling priests 
Have pra/d their latest prayer ; 

Blessings of rich, but more of poor, 
Best on the dead one there ! 
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A LADY'S REPLY TO ONE 
WHO REPROVED HER FOR SMILING. 




ND wherefore didst thou seek to chase 
The smile of pleasure from my brow ; 
When can I smile with better grace, 
Than in my youthful days, than now ? 

Are not the dreams of life all bright, 

And beautiful and gay ; 
Then why anticipate the night 

Of darkness and decay ? 

I know the evil days will come ; 

I know the years draw nigh ; 
When I shall heave not only one, 

But many a painful sigh. 

I know this world's a weary wild 

Of sin, and ills, and woe ; 
That many a storm and many a blast, 

The brightest hopes overthrow. 

I know another sacred truth, 
And know' st thou not the page, 

Which tells how God who guides our youth, 
Will not forget our age. 
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VIOLETS AND PRIMROSES. 




WEET harbingers of early spring ! — 

The modest violet, and the primrose pale — 
What message bear ye on ethereal wing, 
Wafted along by balmy southern gale? 



We speak of beauty and of opening youth, 

In the old haunts where first our breath we drew, 

Nurtur'd by dews — like heaven's eternal truth, 
We bring evangels glad of love to youi 

We bloom'd in Eden when amid her bowers. 

Our great Creator walked at cool of day, 
Eve's gentle fingers press'd our beauteous flowers,. 

And Adam bent in wondering as we lay. 

So humble are we, that the peasant's child' 
May weave a garland for its laughing brow* — 

So beautiful in nature's lonely wild, 
That hall and palace love- to greet us now. 
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The Saviour marked us as He walked on earth, 
What beauty fell not under that sweet glance 3 

And angels joy'd upon our day of birth, 
Fixed by the fiat of Omnipotence. 

When cofmVd in the dark and cheerless tomb 
Ye one by one have laid your wearied head:; 

O'er your lone ashes we shall sweetly bloom, 
And hallow thus the memory of the dead ! 

O scented violet ! and O primrose pale ! 

W T e list the message borne upon your wing ; 
We who more helpless are, more sadly frail, 

Pray to thy God and ours His help to bring. 



TRUE LOVE. 




HAT is true love ? 
Not the first fond sigh 
That however deep may die 
Before the rising storm ; 
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Not the impassion'd gaze, 
It may not stand the test, 
Something else to make us blest, 

The longing spirit prays. 

What is true love ? 
Not the ardent fire 

Of the youthful heart — 
That may soon expire, 

And sunder souls apart. 
Not the plighted vow, 

However truly spoken ; 
O how many now 

Find it may be broken ! 

What is true love ? 
Something that we feel, 

Not to be denned, 
That has power to heal 

Or soothe in every mind. 
Something that pervades 

The inner thought and tone. 
While gently it invades 

All that it calls its own. 

Something that is seen 

In deeds both great and small.; 
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Nothing sordid — mean — 

Obeys its sacred call. 
Now it casteth sunshine round, 

Making every day 
Flowers of joy to spring around, 

As if 'twere always May. 

Anon it casts aside 

Its beauteous dress, 
And calm and dignified 

Passeth the wilderness. 
Something that endures 

In calm as well as storm, 
And its loved ensures 

From evil and from harm. 

Something that will suffer long, 

And be for ever kind, 
Entertaining nothing wrong 

In its quiet mind. 
Something " strong as Death," 

So delicate withal 
That but one harsh unkindly breath 

May ne'er it back recall. 
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THE VOICE OF DEATH. 




HEAR a voice ye cannot hear — 
Measures that come and go 

Like music from a distant sphere, 
In mournful cadence low. 



Tis borne upon the breath of spring 
Ere buds unfold in flowers ; 

And when June's roses fragrance fling 
O'er the rich summer hours. 

'Mid insect buzz, and song of bird, 
I catch its murmuring low ; 

It warns me that my nest is sthVd, 
And I prepare to go. 

In the sweet autumn of the year, 

I mark the withered leaf; 
This whisper falleth on mine ear, 

« Thy life shall be as brief." 
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When evening shadows o'er me glide, 

And I sit all alone 
In the calm, holy, twilight tide, 

Once more I hear its tone. 

When in the solemn midnight hour, 
The countless stars rejoice, 

I bow before their mystic power, 
And list the bridegroom's voice. 

Oft my frail heart itself would twine 
Round some lov'd idol fair — 

A worshipper at earth's vain shrine, 
My God forgotten there ! 

Gently it breaketh on mine ear, 
O wherefore cling'st thou so ; 

Unloose thy hold, for thou dost near 
The shore where all must go. 

The angel Death stands at thy door 
And beckoneth with his hand, 

To lead thee to that nameless shore, 
To track that unknown strand. 

O angel bright ! no lingering guest 

Bideth thy wedding call ; 
But one awearied for thy rest, 

Waits thy dread arrow's fall ! 
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MARAH, 




[HERE is a stream whose darkling waters play 
And murmuring fall life's chequered path 
beside ; 

And every traveller on that weary way 
Must at its margin halt, and there abide 

Draughts from that spring in bitterness to drink, 
Whose every drop is mixed with sorrow's gall ; * 

Though many turn aside, and weeping shrink, 
Yet must the cup go round to each and all 

Thou in the vigour of thy manhood's prime, 
Press'd with the burden of the noontide heat, 

Like that lone stranger who in olden time 
Sat by Samaria's well, with wearied feet. 

Thou who, sad heart, has sought*, but sought in vain, 
Solace and sweet communion with thy kind ; 

Whose lonely hopes and joys no golden chain 
Unto some lov'd one's sympathies may bind 
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Thou claimant sorrowing and without a claim ; 

Thou who hast lov'd where thou may'st never wed, 
Whose pallid cheek turns paler at a name, 

That thy sealed lips must ever leave unsaid. 

Thou whose affections have been thrown away 
On one unworthy of the sacred prize ; 

Whose idol loved, though frail, a thing of clay, 
Crumbled to dust before thy tearful eyes. 

Thou who hast bent in anguish o'er thy dead, 
And heard the earth-clod on the coffin fall, 

And the last prayer in solemn accents said, 
'Vyhile the grave closed upon thy earthly alL 

Thou who in keener agony hast mourned 

The blighting sin that marked thy soul's decay ; 

Deaf to the still small voice that whisp'ring warned, 
And prayed thee to hold on the narrow way. 

All ye have drank the waters of that spring 
ffn varied draughts, yet such as He did mete, 

Who in His own good time His tree will bring 
And make for thee the stream of Marah sweet. 
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WHEN THOU ART DEAD. 




HEN thou art dead the sun shall shine 

As brightly as it does to-day; 
And birds shall sing, and flowers shall shed 
Their fragrance o'er thy lifeless clay. 



Stars with their calm and holy light 
Above thy lonely grave shall burn ; 

And the pale moonbeams chase the night, 
And gild thy funeral urn. 

Long summer days shall come and go 
With visions fair and landscapes green ; 

And autumn's sere, and winter's snow, 
As it hath ever, ever been. 

All shall move on in hurrying strife, 
Nor shall the busy mass bestow 

One thought upon thy brief sad life, 
Or tear that thou art laid so low. 
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E'en that fond heart that to thine own 
Was link'd in love's bright chain of gold ; 

Beats not more faint, more sadder grown, 
Because that thine's for ever cold. 

Thy name a household word no more ; 

How early hath it passed away ! 
E'en from the lips that heretofore 

Spake with thee sweetly every day. 

Yet some kind deed thy love hath wrought— 
The cup of water in His name — 

The look of sympathy that brought 

Sunlight to some poor mourner's frame — 

These shall live on, though thou must die, 
Faint not, sad heart, and thou shalt know 

Thy record is enthroned on high, 
Though thou art dead to all below! 



AUTUMN. 




|WEET sombre autumn-tide, 
I love thy hallowed calm ; 
Nought speaks such peace beside — 
Nought hath such power to charm. 
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I love thy pale twilight, 

It is a holy scene ; 
Though like all earth calls bright, 

It passeth as a dream ! 

I love to read the page 
That's writ in yonder tree ; 

Whose changing foliage 
Speaks our mortality. 

I mark the withered leaf — 
And love its varied hue — 

Because it tells how brief ! 
Our days on earth are too. 

And oft I sit and watch 

The finger of decay, 
Tracing in living characters, 

" We all do fade away." 

For sure if e'er the soul, 
Conscious of heavenly birth, 

Soars upward, flinging far away 
The meaner things of earth, 

It is when we behold around 

The ruin and decay 
Of lovely flowers all withered, 

And bright hopes pass'd away. 
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CHRISTMAS. 




JHE gladsome festal of the world draws near, 
The auspicious birth-morn of our glorious 
King ; 
Christians rejoice thereat ! be of good cheer ! 
And bring to Him your costliest offering. 

Nor let it be the treasures of the mine, 

The gold and frankincense the Magi brought 

To lay upon your Saviour's hallowed shrine, 
But love with gratitude and sorrow fraught 

Re-kindle in your hearts the sacred flame, 

In social gatherings round the cheerful fire, 
And let each one with joy pronounce the name *j 

That doth his soul for higher flights inspire. 

Recall the fondest memories of the past, 

Ere yet the circle lost one cherish'd link, 
Or death, with spreading wing had over-past 

Thy home of love — its precious freight to sink. 
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Muse gladly on the starry midnight hour, 

When Bethlehem's shepherds with the angels met, 

And wondering listened, as the heavenly dower 
They sang in strains that sweet and wildly swept. 

Perchance the music of the distant bells 

" Will wake some silent chord within thy breast, 
Of festal seasons gone it sweetly tells, 

And its last dying notes breathe out the rest 

How merry was this coming Christmas-tide, 
In the first glow of morning's early life, 

When Faith and Hope and Charity did bide 
With us, to solace in the world's dark strife ! 

Now as the feast of love once more comes round, 
How many blessings follow in its wake ! 

How many mercies do our path surround, 
Branches of olive ! for our Saviour's sake. 

Then 'let us cast away our toil and care, 

Kindred and friend with hearty love to greet, 

Perchance e'en now some " angel unaware " 

Dwells with us, whom we know not, as we meet ; 

Some, who keep festal at this joyous time, 
With deeds of love and mercy sweetly blent, 

Their preparation for the glorious clime, 

Where all the good keep one great sacrament. 
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FELICIA HEMANS. 




|E who have loved her pensive strains draw 
near, 
Tis hallowed ground, yet ye may shed a 
tear 
Over her cold remains, and richly lave — 
In drops of sympathy — the minstrel's grave ; 
For ye no more may hear that sweeping lyre, 
Whose chords when touch'd kindled celestial fire, 
Mute are its tones on earth, tho' sweetly they reply 
To seraph's notes, and vibrate thro* the sky ; 
Bring flow'rets sweet to strew around her bier, 
(The mournful cypress with the yew wave here) 
But bring pale lilies or the blushing rose 
To fling their fragrance o'er her last repose. 
For fitting they while fresh in beauty's bloom 
To gather, and to deck the minstrel's tomb, 
Who sweetly told ye of that " Better Land," 
While yet her spirit linger'd waiting the command 
Of Him who bade it seek 'mid heavenly bowers, 
Unfading, ever blooming, and perennial flowers. 
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TO 




HAT though thy lot on this drear earth 

Be weariness and woe. 
Twill tell thee of the little worth 
Of all things here below. 



What though thy sky be overcast, 
With sorrow's darkening cloud — 

What though the rude unkindly blast, 
Thy loveliest prospects shroud. 

What though the streams of pleasure here 

To thee are sealed springs ; 
There's nought in this terrestrial sphere 

Speaks peace — save heavenly things. 

Thou know' st the never-failing stream — 

The crystal fount on high ; 
May this bedew thy weary path, 

When nether springs are dry ! 
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And think not that thy steps alone, 

The paths of sorrow tread ; 
Thy griefs by One above are known, 

By Him are numbered. 

'Tis He who sojourn'd here below, 

And tasted every ill ; 
Though rob'd in peerless glory now, 

Dwells with the mourner still. 

Then speak not of thy clouded sun, 
Or of thy moon grown dim ; 

While thy lone heart — thou wandering one- 
Could find a friend in him. 

'Twere sad indeed if such as thee 

Thus in thy early bloom, 
Could find no balm for misery, 

Save in thy early tomb ! 
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ON A PORTRAIT. 




ES 'tis thy portrait, and as on we look, 

We recognise the dear familiar face ; 
And read as in some grand and noble book 
The mind's deep thought, and its reflec- 
tions trace. 



We mark the brow where intellect has cast 
Her halo — and has left the mystic lines 

That tell of memories sweet and sad o'er past, 
As buried gems beneath the silent mines. 

We see the eye, yet beaming with the glow 
Of kindliness — its own sweet natural glance ; 

And seem to hear the cadences that flow 
When grandest theme rich music doth enhance. 

We recognise the gesture and the mien, 
Becoming well the sacred office thine — 

The word of truth — the two-edged sword and keen, 
Piercing the spirit's depths with light divine. 



T 
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Nor less the genial warmth and generous glow, 
That animate thy life's deep earnest plan ; 

The sympathy and kindness thaj o'erflow, 
And make thee pastor, friend ! but noblest man ! 

The deep religion planted in thy heart, 
Called by the Giver forth from day to day ; 

In every burden so to bear thy part, 
And take the cross in love for Him alway. 

And nobly has thy mission been fulfilled, 
Working and acting for the Master's need ; 

Waiting — enduring — as himself hath willed, • 
As shepherd — God's own heritage to feed. 




A BIRTHDAY WISH. 

For Dr. Wright, Wakefield. 

WILL not wish thee honour, riches, fame, 
Increase of wealth, or more of worldly store ; 
No gold can add a lustre to the name 

A good man bears with him for evermore. 
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No treasures half so rich as the deep love 

That centres in the happy word of home ; 
No bliss so like to that in heaven above, 

As where affection is for ever known. 
No kinder partner could thy pathway share, 

Than she who can so happily combine 
The wife and mother in her every care, 

And feel her heart safe in the love of thine. 
The happy hearts and bright young faces round; 

Music of children's voice and song of youth 
Hath crown' d thy joy, and doth thy steps surround, 

What then remains to wish in words of truth 1 
That future birthdays yet for thee may shed 

Their happy influence o'er thy peaceful way ; 
That He who has so long, so wisely led, 

May still watch o'er and guard thee every day ; 
That deeds of mercy, though unseen by man — 

Kindness to God's own creatures gladly shown, 
Unrecognised, perchance by human scan, 

Yet mark'd by the unerring eye alone, 
May fall the twofold blessing on thy course, 

Mercy the pure deep stream — Mercy the glorious 
source I 
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NEVER DESPAIR. 




S thy life a dreary blank-time % 
Rise and work for others' weal, 
Spend not all thy mid-day prime 
Viewing griefs thou canst not heal. 



Is thy heart with anguish breaking 1 
Go and share thy brother's sorrow- 

Whilst his burden thou art taking, 
Light is dawning for thy morrow. 



Hath the friends of bygone days 
Slighted, scorned, and left thee lone ? 

Take heart ! beyond the cloudy haze 
The silver lining's shown. 

Do the tones that once were sweet, 
Harshly now fail on thine ear, 

Still the suffering bravely greet, 
And dry the useless tear. 
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Hath the idol whom thou cherished 
Curs'd thee with a Judas' kiss? 

Smil'd when all thy hopes had perished, 
Watched the pain that manM thy bliss 1 

Left thee tossing on the ocean, 
Fighting life's great battle lone ; • 

Drinking all the bitter potion, 
To thine own heart only known ! 

Up and work ! the Master's vineyard 
Wanteth labourers, earnest ! t;rue ! 

He will aid thy weak endeavour, 
Comfort with His blessing too ! 



LINES ON THE PORTRAITS OF MR. AND 
MRS. ROBERT KELL. 




E are passing on together — 

Passing down the stream of life ; 
Be it bright or gloomy weather, 
Ye are husband true and wife. 
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Ye have shared each other's pleasures, 
Since the first sweet dream of youth, 

Ripening into golden treasures, 
Made the vision noon-tide truth. 

And the flowers that round ye spring, 
Shedding perfume on your way, 

Ye are both a-gathering, 

As in love's young early May. 

And in aim and high endeavour 
Ye have joined hand in hand, 

And the notes of discord never 
Marred the happy household band. 

When the angel dread of sorrow 
From thy circle claimed his own ; 

Sunshine broke upon the morrow, 
'Cause ye did not weep alone. 

Sacred link ! no time can sever, 
Binding fast in mutual trust ; 

Holy love ! that will for ever 

Rise o'er e'en the grave's cold dust ! 
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LINES TO A COUPLE OF FOURSCORE. 




[ROUP after group have passed, and ye stand 
As ye have done through many changing 
years ; 
Together link'd, and joining hand in hand, 

Sharing each other's hopes, and joys, and fears. 
Do ye look back on youth and noontide bright, 

Recalling many a sweet and early dream, 
When Love first cast around her halcyon light, 

And made all earth so beautiful to seem. 
Or do ye dwell upon the distant land 

Ye left your country and your home to seek ? 
And do the waters of that far-off strand 

Seem sometimes now in melodies to speak % 
Or on the time when your glad home was blest 

With children whom ye welcom'd one by one, 
On whom your parent hopes did fondly rest, 

Those pearls which round about your hearts ye 
strung ? 
Perchance the lov'd ones who are gone before 

Seem nearer to you than in olden times, 
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And softly whisper of the peaceful shore 

That needs no music of the Sabbath chimes ; 
And watch ye as your souls with joy o'erflow, 

And shed their genial warmth on all around, 
Telling what charms your growing years can show, 

And sweetest blossoms e'en in age be found. 
So like the golden sheaves around ye spread, 

Ye wait the hand that sure shall garner in — 
That leaveth not His own amid the dead, 

But opeth Heaven through conquered death and sin ! 



TO ALMA. 




|OW sweet the thoughts that pass within the 
breast, 
When music's strains fall on the enraptured 
ear! 
How calm and peaceful is the grateful rest 
Its magic power exerts when thou art near ! 
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Now grand and solemn, and the inspiring strain 

Bears the glad spirit with its own above ; 
Now soft and silvery, so that we could fain 

Feel all around one atmosphere of love. 
O glorious harmonies ! that fill the mind 

With longing aspirations pure and high, 
That raise the spirit from its home apart, 

To the great mysteries that never die. 
Like the sweet melodies of one of old, 

Sure thine can charm the evil sprite away ; 
More blest this happy art than Ophir's gold, 

For angel choirs its sacred call obey. 
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Wit (6>%iUvtn'» (£omtx. 




A LITTLE BOY'S LAST WILL AND 

TESTAMENT. 

A Real Incident. 



OR dear mamma : the Bible small, 

She gave with counsel sound, 
Also the Prayer-book gilt all o'er — 
In red morocco bound. 



I'm sorry for the dogVear'd leaves, 
And the soiled pages too ; 

But what the most me sadly grieves, 
I sometimes did not do — 

Just as she wished, and could not see 

Why I might never play 
A little while beside the quay, 

So I did disobey. 
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As (or the jam, 1 did not tell 

A story over it ; 
I did not toudi it — though full well 

I knew I must not split. 

Charlie must have my two-blade knife- 
(One of them's very good ;) 

My penwiper, Bell made — to life 
Like Union Jack it stood. 

I'm rather sorry, once that I 

Did meddle with his top, 
But then it hummed so funnily, 

I only made it hop. 

I gave Johnny Foxey a black eye, 

I do not care for that ; 
He knows full well the reason why, 

He spoiled my new black hat. 

However, I leave him my boat, 
Which he must man and rig ; 

By the old brook he'll make it float, 
And let Bob have the brig. 

My old hymn-book I leave to Jane, 

With all my copybooks ; 
And little Bell, I love so well, 

I leave my sweetest looks. 
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My money box, and piece of gold, 

Papa must give away 
To all the hungry, poor, and old, 

Who come within his way. 



MY BROTHER'S GRAVE. 



The following lines were suggested by some remarks made in the letter of 
a child of ten years old, in allusion to the gravtf of an infant brother, . 
for whom he cherished a deep affection. 

RECOLLECT my brother's grave r 

A simple grassy mound ; 
Above it tall trees gently wave,. 

And daisies bloom around. 

I used to gather sweet wild flowers, 

Fresh with the morning dew ; 
And in the pleasant summer hours 

That little grave bestrew. 
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When hot and wearied with my play, 

I sought the hallowed sod ; 
And happy thoughts would o'er me stray, 

Of earth, and heaven, and God. 

At twilight too, when all was still, 
Save the low murmuring breeze, 

Fancy my chastened soul would fill 
With landscapes such as these — 

A flowery vale, with running streams, 
O'er which the sun shone bright ; 

And angel-forms, like those in dreams 
We see sometimes at night, 

Walked there ; and little children too 

Played all the livelong day, 
Where buttercups and violets grew, 

As if 'twere always May. 

And happy voices sweetly sang, 

And music filled the air, 
And through the flowery valley rang, 

For sorrow dwelt not there. 

And one there was who seemed to speak, 
He smiled and waved his hand ; 

I thought he said " Sweet brother seek 
To reach this happy land." 
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I see not now that little grave, 

For I no longer dwell 
Where I can visit it at once, 

And yet I love it well. 

My playmates, when in childish glee 
Ye to the churchyard go> 

If ye have ever lov'd me, 
Think who lies there so low. 

Oh ! tread not on my brother's grave, 
Or pluck in wanton mood 

The daisies that so sweetly bloom 
In that loved solitude. 



FOR NELLIE. 




[HERE was a garden fair, and beauteous 
flowers, 

"And shrubs, and trees, were planted all around ; 
And cooling streams, and green and shady bowers, 
Were set to charm the fair Utopian ground. 
Three lovely children in an arbour play'd, 
Each with a wreath of summer rose bedeck'd, 
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Tended alike a by young blooming maid, 

Within whose arms, at night, each flow'ret slept : 

The Lord and Master of the garden came, 

And set on each fair child His own bright name ; 

And thus to them in tender love address'd — 

As father to a son, His mild request. 

" My lov'd ones fair, a journey far and long 

Calls me from hence — no longer shall your song 

Of love and joy my wearied heart beguile ; 

I leave you now — but only for a while. 

Listen ! within this beauteous home and fair, 

A serpent lurks — your footsteps to ensnare ; 

In various forms he comes of light and love, 

Yet heed him not, your mind he will beguile, 

But show your golden mark, he cannot this defile. 

'Tend well the flowers, and keep them all with care, 

Love well each other, and for me prepare. 

Perchance at morn or noon I may return, 

Or when the midnight star shall brightly burn ; 

Then if I find you faithful, ye shall be 

In some fair world of light ! for aye with me." 

He spake and parted from their tearful gaze — 

(The first real sorrow of their childish days) 

And the three children knelt them down and pray'd 

That God would keep them by His Spirit's aid. 

So air the little ones to God may tell 

Their every sorrow, for He loves them well. 
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ACROSTIC. 




APPY little smiling stranger, 
E ver fondled and caress'd ; 
N ought to fear from care or danger, 
R esting on thy mother's breast, 
Y et a new and treasured guest. 



C aim and peaceful as thy slumber, 

O may all thy life be here ; 

N ights and days that thou shalt number, 

Q uiet steale without a tear, 

U nblighted like a sweet spring flower, 

E arth— all but heaven to thee ; 

S o shalt thou pass each peaceful hour, 

T ill thy last evening be ! 

C hildhood's sweetest dream unfolding — 

L oving, innocent, and free 

A s the dove — the olive holding, 

R evel on in childhood's glee ; 

K ind friends shall strew thy path with flowers, 

E 'en to thy latest, saddest hours. 
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THE CHILDREN'S GRACE., 
A Real Occurrence. 




YOUTHFUL group, at eventide, 

Sat round the social board 
With one, their master and their guide, 

Who taught them of the Lord. 



One bright-haired boy lisp'd out the grace, 

His words led all the rest : 
" O Saviour, deign to show thy face, 

And be our welcome guest ! 

" Partake with us of this our fare, 

And bless our simple feast ; 
Come as an angel unaware 

To us, thy poorest, least" 

The beauteous child's petition said, 

He raised his mild blue eye : 
" O master, say, is Jesus dead 1 

He comes not when we cry ! 
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" How oft have I and all the rest 
Repeated words like these — 

* O Saviour, come and be our guest/ 
Why not ? O tell me, please." 

" My child, O never cease to pray, 

In Christ you may believe, 
And though he comes not here to-day, 

He never can deceive." 

" Then I will set an empty chair 
Whereon my Lord may sit, 

And for his coming so prepare, 
And ready make for it." 

Time passed along, the child's belief 
Had well nigh turned to doubt ; 

One eve a traveller sought relief — 
Benighted — stood without ; 

The children rose and gave the seat 

Unto their aged guest, 
Their joy and happiness complete 

To offer food and rest. 

The master drew the beauteous child 

Unto his kindly breast : 
" What lesson dost thou learn, my boy, 

From our poor stranger guest ? " 
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His eye grew bright, as thus he spake : 
" I know the stranger guest, 

And, for my dear Redeemer's sake, 
My heart can read the rest : — 

" Though Christ himself cannot appear, 
He sends this wanderer lone, 

That we may give him of our cheer, 
And treat him as our own." 

Though his dear presence be withhold, 
His followers plead their claim 

To the free cup of water cold, 
In Christ their Saviour's name. 




Part III. 



RELIGIOUS ECHOES. 




THE SEPULCHRE IN THE GARDEN. 




|T was a place where angels kept 
Their vigils night and day, 
Whilst One in silence sweetly slept,- 
The place where Jesus lay ! 



Deep in a garden's beauteous shade, 
Where lilies bloom'd around, 

The body of the Lord was laid, 
And hallowed be the ground I 



Within that new-made sepulchre 

Had never mortal lain, 
For He who now was buried there, 

Alone — must rest — to reign. 
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The sorrowing few, at early dawn, 
Who came to pray and weep, 

Knew not how blest it was to mourn 
Their Master's sacred sleep. 

Come, Mary, bring thy offering sweet, 
Thy myrrh and rich perfume : 

'Tis thine thy much-lov'd Lord to greet 
Awakened from the tomb. 

It is the joyful time of spring, 
When Nature, fresh from sleep, 

Hath brought her loveliest offering, 
This festival to keep. 

The flowers, all bath'd in morning dew, 

Are bursting free and fair, 
To grace the earth, as if they knew 

It's Lord still lingered there : 

As if they heard the angels say, 
" Fear not, nor mourn, nor dread ; 

Come see the place where Jesus lay, 
Now risen from the dead !" 

O, glorious truth ! — that sweetly tells 
Our graves are but a rest, — 

The echo of the marriage bells 
Which call the honour' d guest 
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THE CROSS. 




lVIOUR ! thou hast borne it, borne it all alone 
In agony and tears such as could ne'er be 
known; 

Peter, denying one ! thou too its anguish knew, 
And keener felt than it, thy Master's last review ; 
Mary, repentant one, stood the sad cross beside, 
And, with beloved John, wept o'er the Crucified ; 
Christian ! thou must bear it, but not all alone ; 
Unto the finished Sacrifice 

Are all thy sorrows known. 
Servant of God ! from hence thy comfort draw ; 
Be it thy theme on earth, and preach it evermore. 
Infant ! thou must wear it, though that sinless brow 
Feels not the mystic symbol printed on it now. 
All, all must each day bear it — this burden to endure, 
In humble faith and meekness, 

Makes our acceptance sure ! 
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THE CROWN. 




|OT the jewell'd crown — 
It will pass away, 
And the illustrious wearer 
Mingle with kindred clay ; 
Not the wreath of laurels 

That round the conqueror's brow 
Was woven — they are fading, 

And both are withering now ! 
But the crown of glory, 

Fair, and pure, and bright, 
Meet for those who enter 
God's all-perfect light. 
Bought not wij;h blood of martyrs, who from the altar cry, 
But with a Saviour's sacrifice, of deeper, richer dye. 
Who shall possess this crown? — through flood and 

fire 'tis won — 
Who be thought worthy to sit down with God's 

incarnate Son ] 
Oh ! may it be the broken soul who mourns with 

grief divine, 
Who sees the glorious work is done — and O, may it 
be mine ! 
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" HE GIVETH HIS BELOVED SLEEP." 




HEN silent on my couch I lay, 
And with the stars a vigil keep, 
An angel voice will seem to say, 
" He giveth His beloved sleep." 



When wearied with the heat of noon — 
With eyes too hot for brain to weep ; 

This whisper cometh o'er me soon — 
" He giveth His beloved sleep/' 

When doubts and fears this heart oppress, 
The mind unstrung I cannot keep, 

Says, still in patience — self-possess, 
" He giveth His beloved sleep." 

When faint and weary, 'cause the way 
Is toilsome, and a thorny steep, 

My Heavenly Guardian still will say — 
" He giveth His beloved sleep." 
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When in the solemn hour of death, 
Loved ones around — a watch shall keep, 

My Saviour takes my latest breath — 
" He giveth His beloved sleep." 

When safely anchored on that shore, 
Where none may ever sigh or weep ; 

May but this steal my spirit o'er, 
" He giveth His beloved sleep." 



SABBATH SONNET. 




AIL, holy Sabbath ! of all days most blest, 
The Almighty Architect's great holiday — 
The loving Saviour's sacred, sweet bequest 
To all who own Him as their living Way. 
Season of grace ! when Mercy's silvery voice 
Lures and entreats us to be one with God, 
Bidding the sorrowing spirit to rejoice 

In Him, the Crucified, though risen Lord. 
How would we mourn if Mammon, with his train 

Of mirth and sin, should desecrate thy hours, 
Bringing a blight and an eternal stain 

Upon our land — in place of Sabbath showers ! 



RELIGIOUS ECHOES. v IO9 



THE SAVIOUR'S VISITS. 




CAME to thee in childhood's hour — 
In life's first opening spring, 

And pray'd thee for that precious flower- 
Thy heart's first offering. 



I came again at that blest time, 

The dew of early youth, 
And softly whisper'd in thine ears — 

u My paths are light and truth !" 

I came again when manly grace 
Through every gesture shone, 

I gazed upon that earnest face, 
And mark'd it for my own. 

And once I came when sickness sad 
Her mantle o'er thee threw, 

And chastened with a Father's hand, 
Butne'er my love withdrew. 
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I came again, when mercies shown 

Had set thy spirit free, 
And pray'd thee in the vision bright, 

Thy Saviour's form to see. 

I wait before the throne of grace, 
Thy deep response to hear — 

Yes Saviour ! we have sought Thy face. 
And Thy lov'd name revere. 



"SOMEWHAT AGAINST THEE." 




|OMEWHAT against thee," that thy burn- 
ing love, 
The kindness of thy youth hath colder 
grown, 
That thine affections that should rest above, 
Are not reposing there — or there alone ! 

" Somewhat against thee," that the hour of prayer 
Finds thee a wanderer from my mercy-seat, 

Or if thy body should be prostrate there, 

Thy soul estranged from my communion sweet. 
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" Somewhat against thee," that when storms arise, 
And gathering clouds thy noonday sky obscure, 

Thou mark'st not, though the shower the rainbow dyes 
Types of my love, and of my covenant sure ! 

" Somewhat against thee," that for one brief hour 
My solemn watch for souls ye have not kept ! 

What lacked ye of* faith and hope and power, 
That while they pass'd to death ye calmly slept 1 

" Somewhat against thee," that for Zion's sake 
Ye have not wrestled long in tears with me, 

As they who in her stones do pleasure take, 
And her prosperity, who wait to see ! 

" Somewhat against thee," that with those I call 
Workmen belov'd ! ambassadors for me ! 

Whose footsteps on my holy mountain fall, 
Bringing my messages of love to thee — 

Ye have not wept and labour' d, and their hands, 
When faint and feeble sought to uphold and raise, 

Joining thyself to them in loving bands, 

Pleading that so their fears may turn to praise. 

" Somewhat against thee," yet I wait and plead — 
Gently intreat — for my own rightful claim ; 

Say will ye still my gracious Spirit grieve, 

And bring contempt on my most Holy Name ? 
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" Somewhat against thee," yet the Omniscient eye, 
Scanning with flaming glance His churches o'er, 

Sees thy remaining strength about to die — 

Gently rebukes — and warns thee yet once more. 

Gently rebukes ! O listen, lest the voice 
Like many waters, sounding in thine ear, 

Leave thy backsliding soul no other choice 
Than to endure His wrath and curse severe. 



THE LORD'S SUPPER. 

" FOR AS OFTEN AS YE EAT THIS BREAD AND DRINK THIS 
CUP, YE DO SHOW THE LORD'S DEATH TILL HE COME.'' 

I. Cor. xi., 26. 




was a solemn hour — 
An overwhelming sight, 
When earth had lost her power 
To soothe, or yield delight. 

It was a mystic scene, 

Concealed from public view, 

But diffusing joy supreme 
On a holy, happy few ! 
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And one was present there, 
More favoured than the rest, 

For he leant his every care 
On his dear Saviour's breast. 

That Saviour, now about to taste 
The wormwood and the gall, 

Still shafd his sympathies with each, 
And pity's tear with all. 

He knew the hour drew nigh 
When He must leave them here, 

And earth's wild, weary wilderness 
Had nought to soothe or cheer. 

And he wished e're he should die, 
And to the heavens ascend, 

To leave them some memorial 
Of Him their dying friend. 

So he told His followers how, 
As He brake before them bread, 

It shpuld form a lasting union 
With Him their dying Head. 

Then He poured out the wine — 
Fit emblem of His blood, 

And spake of the better vine, 
In the kingdom of His God. 



H 
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And He charged His chosen band, 
Thus to their dying breath, 

To cherish sweet remembrance 
Of their Redeemer's death, 

Until they should rejoin him, 

Beyond the starry skies, 
At a nobler and a richer feast 

Prepared in Paradise ! 



AN EASTER RHYME 



" BUT MARY STOOD WITHOUT THE SEPULCHRE WEEPING. 



»» 




|RE it was day she rose and sought the tomb — 
The tomb of Him whom she had lov'd so 
well, 

And spices brought, and rich and rare perfume, 
And burning tears that from her eyelids fell. 

Yes ! burning tears o'er that cold clay to shed, 
As erst to lave the living Saviour's feet, 

She seeks Him sorrowing 'mid the silent dead, 
Nor deems a risen Master she shall greet 
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Last at the cross — with agonized look 
She watch* d the anguish of His dying throes, 

While stronger ones with faltering hearts forsook, 
She lov'd much — and thus her love she shows. 

For He received her, when the cold world scorn 'd 
A penitent with guilt and fears opprest, 

And saw in her a prodigal returned, 

And to her weary heart spake peace and rest. 

And now she standeth by the rock-hewn cave, 
And angel visions meet her tearful eyes, 

Vigil who kept beside the silent grave, 

Till He who slept there should awake and rise. 

And they would minister to earthly woe, 

Whose garments white, know neither sin or stain, 

Sweetly they ask " Why, Mary, weepeth so 1" 
And bid her view the place where He hath lain. 

Yet as she weeping turns, lo ! He is near, 
To bid her broken heart once more rejoice, 

What music sweet falls on her listening ear, 
a Mary !" re-echoed by His loving voice. 

The darkest hour of night precedes the dawn, 
In dreariest wastes some sparkling rill will rise, 

So comfort unaware to them that mourn, 
Cometh to dry in love their tear-dim'd eyes. 
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WHITSUNTIDE. 




|HE gladsome festal of the Church returns, 
When the sweet Spirit from above, 
Baptised in Pentecostal fire, 

Five thousand souls — heirs of his heavenly love. 
The promise made unto the sorrowing few, 

When their beloved Lord was from them torn, 
His glorious truths the Gospel should renew, 

For them to teach to nations yet unborn ! 
He, who had rested as a peaceful dove 

Upon our Saviour Christ's baptismal day ; 
(Earnest and pledge of that celestial love 

That cheers the mourner on his lonely way) — 
Now comes and rests, like tongues of cloven flame, 

Upon their heads who bear His sacred name, 
And now through lapse of eighteen hundred years we see 

This season still is kept a joyant jubilee. 
A vision of this sweet and hallowed time 

Still rises up to my bewildered view, 
Of years a-gone, when loving groups of friends 

Met on the village green, with children fair 
Clad in their purest white — a beauteous band — 

Emblems of those, our gathered flowers, in heavenly 
land, 
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With parent dear, and pastor, teacher mild, 
Singing the song of joy, as gladsome child. 

Another scene still lives upon this brain — 
Not as a dream — but picture bright and true, 

When with God's ransomed ones this heart did bow, 
And offer up to Him its Pentecostal vow ; 

And in the freshness of its spring did pray — 

Keep me, O Spirit sweet, still in the narrow way ! 



THE DEATH OF THE POET COWPER. 




GENTLE poet lies, 

Upon the bed of death ; 

Hush'd are the loving sympathies 
He drew with every breath. 



The touching strains of love, 
That glided from his pen, 

And bore his soul above 

The common thoughts of men, 
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Have they no power to cheer — 

To calm the troubled heart ? 
Must they fall powerless on the ear, 

As some mis-aimed dart? 

* 

Can the fine mind unstrung, 

No more regain its tone ? . 
Harp, which an Angel strung, 

NaWy lie for ever lone ! 

Oh, Saviour ! who laid by 

For souls in guilt thy crown, 
Unto this mourning one, be nigh ! 

In mercy— now look down. 

Oh, Spirit ! good and pure, 

Thy heaven-lit flame renew ; 
Without whose aid no cure 

Can lasting be or true. 

" Oh, Pastor ! loved and true, 

Kneel by this erring child ; 
With Christ's most precious truths imbue, 

And show God reconciled ! " 

The dying face so fair, 

Calm and more peaceful grew ; 
Did not the Master care, 

The wanderer to pursue ? 
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List to the dying words, 
In accents soft and low— 

" I hear my Saviour's voice ; 
His loving form I know." 

Though all was dark and wild, 
It breaks — the sky grows bright ; 

My loving Father claims his child, 
At evening it is light / 



HAGAR IN THE WILDERNESS. 






WEARY mother o'er the desert wild, 

Wander*d in anguish with her darling child ; 
Scorn'd and outcast — her cruse of water 
spent ; 
Far from the palm-tree's shade, or Abraham's tent. 
Gazed on her boy, whose parched lips no more 
Could pray their thirst to quench, or rest implore ; 
Then laid him down beneath a shrub and left 
Him there to die, the while she sat and wept 
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A bow-shot off — and cried in accents wild, 
Let me not see his death ! my son ! my child ! 
An Angel clad in mercy pass'd her by 
And sooth'd her thus — " Hagar, fear not, thy cry 
Hath reach'd to Heaven, and He who makes to flow 
Springs in the desert, bids thee rise and go ; 
Take thy lov*d boy, and give him of the stream 
Thy God hath sent thee, and no longer deem 
Him lost ! tell if thou canst the sands of yonder sea, 
And the bright stars of heaven — for such his race 
shall be 1" 



" AND THERE SHALL BE NO NIGHT 

THERE." 




time of darkness ! for the light 

Is shed from God's own throne ; 
And in His presence never night 
Or gloom can e'er be known. 
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No night ! for the unwearied soul 

Shall soar on seraph-wing, 
And tell how it hath reach'd the goal, 

And sing the Heavenly King. 

No night ! for there the eye shall need 

No season of repose ; 
But gaze upon the flowery mead, . 

And pluck the thornless rose. 

No night ! for there the moon would blush, 

And stars turn dim and pale ; 
And mothers cease their tender hush, 

As angel-notes they hail. 

No night ! for they who vigil keep, 
And guard the heavenly door, 

Need neither earthly rest or sleep, 
But still unwearied soar. 

No night ! to mourn the hated sin 
That pierced the Saviour through, 

For there the Babe of Bethlehem's inn 
Is Lord of Glory too. 

No night ! to weep departed friends, 

But union pure and sweet ; 
Whilst seraph-symphony shall lend 

Its own — the blest — to greet 
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No night ! of agony and pain, 
O'er brighter, happier days, 

For our Great Intercessor there 
Hath changed all prayer to praise. 

Hark ! how they rest not, but do cry, 
Nor plead themselves a claim ; 

But, lost in wondering ecstasy, 
The great " I Am" they name. 

No night ! for all is bright and clear 
As summer's loveliest day ; 

Love dwelleth there, in place of /ear, 
And Christ the Truth the Way. 



A TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY OF THE 

LATE REV. HUGH STOWELL, OF 

MANCHESTER. 

IFT up your heads ! ye golden gates, 
A stranger at your entrance waits, 
And seeks admission there ! 
Credentials in his hands he bears, 
And bright and beauteous raiment wears, 
With grave, yet gentle air. 
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Though late a sojourner on earth — 
A being he of heavenly birth, 

And seeks his native air ; 
True man and Christian here below, 
His Master's Spirit there to show, 

For precious souls to care. 

Redeem'd himself in earliest youth, 
Taught by the Spirit of all truth, 

He wore upon his heart 
The cross of Christ, and took the sword, 
Bloodless of God's eternal word, 

To quench the fiery dart. 

As God's ambassador, now see 
Him offer pardon, full and free 

To every contrite one ; 
Raises the weak, restores the faint, 
Confirms and strengthens every saint, 

And gently leads the young. 

View the vast crowd who with him bend, 
And to his own their voices lend, 

In holiest praise and prayer ; 
All of these souls he doth present 
To Christ — his latest testament — 

To claim acceptance there. 



No stranger to the Bridegroom's voice, 
He heard the summons with rejoice, 

A waiting servant found ! 
The voice that whispered in his ear — 
" Ten talents' hast thou, do not fear, 

A thousand fold they're crowned." 

" The valley opens to thy view, 
But thou shalt find my promise true, 

For I walk by thy side ; 
My rod and staff shall comfort thee, 
Angels shall thine attendants be, 

Thy spirit home to guide. 

" The Church's holiest rite shalt thou 
Receive to aid and strengthen now 

In all thy lips have taught ; 
No work of man the test shall be, 
But Christ's great offering full and free, 

Twas this thy ransom bought." . 
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THE PASTOR'S SABBATH THOUGHTS 

IN AFFLICTION. 




[OW many souls to Heaven this day are lending 
The music of their voices — and sweet prayer — 
'From each glad house of God — incense as- 
cending, 

HallowM ! accepted ! through our Saviour there. 
The Sabbath bells upon these ears do fall, 

And each melodious chime would call me hence, 
But the Great Father who o'er-ruleth all 

Hath laid me lowly, and in sad suspense 
I wait beside Bethesda, till the stream, 

By angel touch, at His command doth gleam, 
Yet doubting not His holy, wise decree, 

Who from the darkened void caused "light to be." 
Though pain and sickness on this spirit press, 

And breathings from this heart can scarce ascend, 
Yet my Redeemer's loving tenderness 

Doth ever to this wearied soul extend. 
Prayers in the days of health for those my cart 

Treasur'd in. Heaven a perennial spring, 
Sure shall return again, and with them bear 

Blessings of health renewed on balmy wing. 
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KNEW thee not, when in thy manhood's 

prime, 
Thou didst take on thee God's most holy vow; 
Years have pass'd o'er thee since that hallowed time, 

But I behold thee as thou seemest now. 
And as an angel bright to earthly woe 

Doth minister in times of deep distress, 
So hast thou come the Gospel seed to sow 

E'en in the depths of human wretchedness. 
May the dear Saviour, who thy youth hast led, 

Still be the stay of thy declining years ; 
And grant thee, when thy work on earth is done, 
A happy issue from this vale of tears ! 
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CHRISTIAN WARFARE. 
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YE partakers of that spirit life, 

Whose early dawn brought only peace 
and joy, • 
Know ye the conflict and the deadly strife, 

Warring your heaven-born nature to destroy ? 
How, when ye would do good, ye lack the power ; 

And vainly seem to watch and weep and strive ? 
How, in some dark and overwhelming hour, 

Your Christian faith and hope seem scarce alive 1 
How sense and sin would lure your soul away 

From your* Redeemer's blood-stained thorny track ; 
And tempt your wandering feet on earth to stray, 

And o'er her flow'ry plains look ling'ring back ! 
Then must ye listen to His solemn voice, 

As He doth sweetly try and question, thee, 
And so thy sorrowing spirit shall rejoice, 

And thy response shall deep and earnest be. 
" Soul ! are ye able of that cup to drink, 

Which I once drained in bitterness for you ? 
Taste, my beloved ! for ye may not shrink, 

When ye my agonising passion view. 
My fiery baptism of grief and woe, 

And bitter tears, my followers sjiall partake ; 
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Say, are ye able to be straitened so, 
And so to suffer for the Master's sake % 

Yes ; for the Master's sake we able are, 
And in His strength, although the flesh be weak, 

We'll follow, though like Peter oft afar, 
Or Mary-like, our Saviour sorrowing seek." 



A PRACTICAL CHRISTIAN. 




[ROM the fam'd city of the favour* d Jew, 

A journeying traveller fell the thieves among; 
The Priest and Levite passed in silence by, 
Nor sooth'd his wounds, nor o'er him fondly hung. 
Bleeding and faint, as if for death he lay, 

No kind physician, and no kindred nigh ; 
A good Samaritan upon the way 

Paused, and gazed on with tender pitying eye. 
Unto his wounds and bruises oil and wine 

The generous stranger gives, and of his store, 
(So our dear Saviour of His blood did pour 
A healing stream for him, for you, for me). 
Which was the neighbour unto him, now say 1 
He who did love and feel as well as pray ! 
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LINES TO THE REV. R. SKINNER, 
HUDDERSFIELD. 

a HE THAT GOETH FORTH AND WEEPETH, BEARING PRE 
CIOUS SEED, SHALL DOUBTLESS COME AGAIN WITH REJOICING, 
BRINGING HIS SHEAVES WITH HIM."— Psalm CXXvi., 6. 




YE who sow in tears, and weeping go 
O'er the -world's field your precious seed 
to cast, 
Who watch, with Christian love's intensest glow, 

For dying souls, ere Mercy's day be past. 
Who, like your sympathising Master, turn 

To mourn o'er those, alas ! that will not come ; 
Your wondrous theme of love, who madly spurn, 

Till ye can woo no tune, but sorrowing ! dumb ! 
Stand by the flinty soil, and wait the showers 

That bring to light and life God's promis'd flowers ; 
Yet deem not that your labours are in vain, 

For He, the God of covenants, works with you — 
Thrusts in His sickle — cuts the ripen'd grain ; 

And lo ! presents to your admiring view - 
His glorious sheaves, which ye in joy shall bring, 

And His great harvest-home rejoicing sing ! 
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N the flush of health, and of youthful prime, 
When thy cup was o'erflowing with joy, 
The Angel who metes out our mortal time. 
Passed o'er thy fair form to destroy. 



He stayed not to bring to the grave's cold brink, 

With sicknesses ling'ring and slow ; 
But he bade thee his deadly chalice drink, 

And then laid thee in silence low. 

Though the hour of pain, when with anguish rent, 
Thou pass'd through keen sorrow's throes — 

(Mysterious time, when deep agony's blent 
With the joy that a mother knows), 

Brought the cry of the wee-thing that fell on thine ear, 

As it wailed forth its pitiful claim, 
And Oh ! thou must live this sweet blossom to rear, 

And to train in the Great Giver's name. 
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No ! present to thy husband this delicate flower, 

Less fragile than thee to behold, 
Who watched with thyself for this one anxious hour, 

Thy darling in love to enfold. 

Now thine angel awaits thee in garments of white, 

In triumph he'll bear thee away ; 
His gaze, though so stern, shall be changed to light, 

As he wafts thee to heaven away. 

Sometimes, if the blessed above may keep 

Their guard, and re-union know, 
Will Thy Spirit watch o'er the midnight sleep 

Of those it has loved below. 



RITUALISM. 




IS sweet to hear the sacred prayer 
From God's own priest ascend ; 
In him we trace our Saviour there, 
And low in reverence bend. 



x 3 2 
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The flowing robe we see to-day, 

Pure as the spotless snow, 
Minds us of Him who rob'd in clay, 

Sinner and saint must know. 

The sweetest ritual he doth show, 

To aid our feeble prayer, 
At Chrises lov'd cross, but lays us low, 

And keeps us prostrate there. 

What though no outward sign or cross 

Meet our admiring gaze ; 
The eye of faith, purged from its dross, 

Looks on and silent prays. 

What though no symbols were around, 

His presence still is near 
To whisper, this is holy ground, 

Approach with awe and fear. 

We still the sweet memorials love, 

Of our Redeemer's face ; 
While our weak spirits soar above, 

And pant to view His face. 

So he vouchsafes us pastors true, 

To aid our feeble sense ; 
With glimpses of the glorious view 

Of our inheritance. 
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They lead us to the peaceful shore, 
And to the heavenly strand, 

Where our dear Saviour's gone before — 
Our Surety there doth stand. 



"WAITING TO BE GRACIOUS." 




E waits for thee at break of day, 

To hear thy early vow ; 
Thy morning homage haste to pay, 
For He is gracious now ! 



He waits for thee in noon-tide heat, 
To turn with Him aside ; 

O stay thy loving Lord to greet, 
And with Him now abide. 

He waits for thee at dewy eve, 
• As fades the sunset's dyes, 
And bids thee on His altar leave 
Thy heart's true sacrifice. 
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He waits for thee at midnight hour, 

When stars around thee burn, 
That thou may'st seek His sovereign power 

From paths of sin to turn. 

He waits for thee ! thy honour'd guest 

Without — O call Him in ; 
He waits for thee — thy love to test — 

O bid Him welcome in ! 



ON THE BAPTISM OF THE INFANT SON 
OF J. CRITCHTON BROWNE, Esq., M.D., 

RESIDENT PHYSICIAN OF THE WEST RIDING ASYLUM, 

WAKEFIELD. 




is a sweet and solemn sight to see 
The infant clad in pure baptismal white, 
When the fair form from sin and sorrow free, 
First bideth with us, as an angel bright. 
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Fresh from its Maker's hands, as beauteous flower, 

For joy and sweet consolement it was sent ; 
Oh ! parents fond, gaze on your precious dower, 

And bind it fast in holiest sacrament. 
We know not why our Saviour gave command 

To cleanse it in the sacred font to-day ; 
But once we know that He in Jordan's land 

Did the great mystic rite in faith obey. 
Helpless and nameless to His church we bring 

The first dear pledge of trust and mutual love, 
And to our God, our first-fruits offering, 

Yield we, to ripen for His home above. 
We know the troublous world, with ills replete, 

Then pastor for our little one now pray ; 
We lay it at our dear Redeemer's feet, 

Entreating Him his hands on it to lay. 
O take it in thine arms — impress the sign — 

The mystic emblem on the unconscious brow ; 
As to His guardian-keeping we resign 

The new-born thing, we call a Christian now. 
We know not what the future may unfold — 

The joys and sorrows that may him o'ercast — 
The fiery baptism of griefs untold, 

But O receive him to Thy home at last ! 
So the pure water — truest type shall be 

Of pardon, love, and purifying grace ; 
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From taint of sin O set our darling free, 
And fit him for Thy heavenly resting-place. 

For that blest kingdom, where the ransomed throng 
Count infant soul a welcome treasured guest ; 

For love of Him who taught the glorious song, 
And folds them early to His loving breast 



WRITTEN AFTER READING "SABBATH 
MEDITATIONS," BY W. H. LEATHAM, 
Esq., M.P. 




|OW sweet to us the thoughts borne on thy soul ! 
Thy Sabbath musings on the good and pure, 
'The words of rich and tender thoughts that roll 
As stars, that in the firmament endure. 
The hallowed memories of the day of rest — 

God's gift most precious — next to His dear Son ; 
Have they not found a place within thy breast, 
Whose heavenly Sabbath is on earth* begun % 
God's chosen servants, and the hallowed fane, 
That marks the consecrated house of prayer, 
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Where falls on souls the late and early rain, 

That must for brighter climes their flight prepare. 
The deep rich Litany — that earnest fire, 

To kindle fresh devotion's languid flame > 
Sure it hath bid thy waiting soul aspire, 

And fixed thy heart on God's all-hallowed name. 
The sweet responses, and the grand old prayers, 

Borne on three centuries' slow and noiseless wing, 
Break forth as incense, and we lay our cares 

On our dear Saviour, bruised and sorrowing. 
And chief — the contrite spirit's lowly prayer — 

Its utterances for earthly ear too faint, 
Yet heard above, and angels, unaware, 

With joy look on, and hail a kindred saint. 
We contemplate with thee the holy rite, 

That draws us to the lovely mournful scene, 
And turn once more to the baptismal sight, 

When our dear Saviour's love did intervene, 
While yet in helpless infancy His holy seal — 

Earnest of faith — was printed on our brow ; 
The sacred pledge from sin and guilt to heal, 

The test, His word enjoins on Christians now. 
We follow thee when thy glad soul doth know 

Thy loved as treasures, that thy path surround, 
And wait with thee as thou dost feel the blow 

That lays them ransomed upon heavenly ground. 
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We muse with thee on that enraptured day, 

When we again our dead ones shall reclaim ; 
Yet doubting not the wisdom of His way 

Who called them forth, each by his well-known name 
We know our loved ones are but gone before, 

In them we see a type of Him that rose, 
Who lived and died and reigns for evermore, 

And on His love we fearlessly repose. 
Like Mary came we to the grave while dark, 

For some beloved one to mourn and weep, 
And through our tear-dimmed eyes saw not the ark — 

Christ's bosom — where His chosen safely sleep 
The lambs we fondled and caressed with care, 

The Shepherd mark'd, perchance, and took away — 
Removed from earth, and from its every snare, 

That they might rest in peace with Him alway. 
And could these precious ones but speak once more, 

What solace would their utterances bring ! 
Redeemed in Christ's atoning precious blood, 

Presented faultless through His offering. 
Now turn we to retrace with thee those lines — 

Gone-by epistles*— writ in truth and love ; 
Not dark to us are these the spirit's mines, 

But lit with radiancy from Heaven above ! 
And hast thou seen the angels through the mist 

Of sorrow, and perchance of bitter tears ? 

* Letters from deceased friends. 
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And at their holy bidding hast thou kiss'd 

The rod that cast a shadow o'er thy years 1 
And so thy spirit from the din and strife, 

The common walk of all hath turned away, 
And in the silence of a holier life, 

Born of affliction, learned to feel and pray. 
O sweet communion ! when the soul doth yearn 

After its God, and trusts in Heaven above ; 
And with renewed fervency doth turn 

To the Great Source of everlasting love 
When through the lilies of the field we see 

How much our God for every soul doth care' 
And know that He who formed the forest tree, 

Can for His love our cold dead hearts prepare. 
Who would not cast aside the six days' care, 

The toil and labour of the weary week 1 
And fearlessly ascend the mount of prayer 

To worship, and a blessing so to' seek. 
Then calm with spirit kindred to thy own, 

In meditation pass the sacred hours ; 
In deep heart-searchings, when our God alone 

Doth walk with us as once in Eden's bowers. 
Oh ! gifted spirit ! who can thus combine 

Religion, love and poesy in one ! 
Oh happier Christian who with love divine, 

His heart in deepest melody hath strung ! • 



140 



ECHOES OF LIFE. 



Who views in Nature, Providence, and grace, 
But one great wondrous and harmonious plan ; 

And with deep reverence looks upon the face 
Of God — revealed in His works to man. 



THE CHILD AND THE PRIEST. 



A LEGEND OF THE FOURTEENTH CENTURY. 




LITTLE girl at early dawn, 
Stood by a gushing spring, 

Fresh blooming in the roseate morn, 
A simple gladsome thing. 



Her fair young face was shaded o'er 
With curls of glossy brown ; 

Her hazel eye grew earnest more, 
And on the well looked down. 



RELIGIOUS ECHOES. 141 

The waters sparkled, and the fern 

And mosses grew around — 
An aged priest stood by to learn 

Why here the child was found. 

" I came just after sunrise, sir, 

To draw the water bright ; 
To see the distant hills and trees 

Bathed jn the morning light. 

" To hear the river's murmuring song, 

And watch the waters glide 
All merrily the woods along, 

In morning's early tide. 

"I have a Book wherein I read 

Of One who, good and wise, 
Rose very early in the morn 

To offer sacrifice. 

" And one awoke from heavenly dream, 

And thought that God was near, 
And so that like them I may seem, 

I come so early here." 

The aged priest looked on the child, 

And the sweet prattler blest, 
Then said "/came with dimmed sight 

The waters here to test 
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" But tell me of the Book you name — 

More of its legends tell' — 
" O, father ! they are words of truth — 

Listen ! there was a well, 

" An Angel came from Heaven to show 
That Ishmael might not die ; 

Perhaps had I lived then below, 
He had not passed me by. 

" Then there was one to whom God sent 

A damsel— one to aid — 
Who on his errand sped intent, 

And to his God who prayed. 

" And then the third, it was the well 

That Christ himself sat by, 
Where faint and weary He did tell 

Of springs that ne'er are dry. 

" And of another too, I read, 

It springs in Heaven above, 
By it doth Jesus gently lead 

Those whom He deigns to love." 

The old man raised his silver head, 

And silent stood apart ; 
New light the little one had shed 

Upon his weary heart. 
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The simple child, her reverence made, 
And sang her sweet farewell ; 

Then vanished through the sunny glade, 
And through the scented dell. 

The old man passed into a child, 
And Angels joyed o'er "him ; 

Redeemed from sin and darkness wild, 
His eyes no more are dim ! 



In JWemotfam. 

Mrs. PESEL. 




UR loving Father calls away 

His chastened sorrowing child ; 
And we have watch'd her day by day, 
The gentle, kind, and mild. 

Her gladsome smiles lit up with joy, 

The happy home of youth ; 
And sweetest words dwelt on her lips, 

Of solace, counsel, truth. 
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We follow where she led the way, 
The high-soul'd, and the pure ; 

To watch, to labour, and to pray, 
And in God's time endure. 

To pass the purifying fire 

Of His beloved — the test ; 
His presence there to feel — admire, 

And bow to His behest 

Sisters and brothers — loving band — 
To whom her heart was knit ; 

Kindred now journeying to the land, 
Where the redeemed shall sit. 

Children ! who 'neath her tender care, 

Grew to revere God's name ; 
To blend with early reverent prayer 

To Him their orphan'd claim. 

Friends! in whose joys and griefs she shared, 
Through many long-tried years, 

For whom her generous bosom cared, 
With love and pitying tears. 

Read from her life, the living voice 

Of sweet instruction given ; 
And by her grave, renew the choice 

She made for God and Heaven. 
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In iftUmortam. 

THE REV. R. BRACKENRIDGE, OF 

WAKEFIELD, 

WHO DIED OF CONSUMPTION, IN BRISBANE, QUEENSLAND. 




jAR from his father-land, 
The Christian warrior lay ; 
While fell consumption's treacherous hand, 
Had marked him for her prey. 



Mild southern breezes play 

Upon his hectic cheeks ; 
His Saviour is his stay, 

And words of comfort speaks. 

" For my lov'd sake ye took the cross> 
And spake your Master's name ; 

Have counted home and friends but loss, 
One sinner's heart to gain. 
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" No kindred hand is near \ 

To soothe thy fevered brow ; j 

But I myself will cheer 1 
Thy Elder Brother now. 

1 

1 
" Thy glorious mission o'er ; 

A Saviour crucified ; 
Receive thy crown, and thy reward, 

A mansion by my side." 



" CLOUDS AND DARKNESS ARE ROUND 

ABOUT HIM." 




|HERE are some moments when we cannot see 
One step in God's all-wise and wondrous 
plan, 
When veiled in dark unfathomed mystery, 

None can the hidden scroll arightly scan. 
Something too subtle for our mortal ken, 
From the dark background of the scene, doth rise 
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In deep and silent contemplation, then 

We seek to question the All-good and Wise. 
Doth He, we fondly ask, permit this ill ? 

A God of love — such sorrows deep dispense ! 
Which He, but by one fiat of His will, 

Could hinder in His great Omnipotence. 
Doth He, who holds all hearts within His hand, 

Suffer the trial, which he ne'er could send ¥ 
He doth ! nor can our doubts His ways withstand, 

So at His feet, we prostrate, humbly bend. 
Sealed the vision to our mortal sight, 

Its deep significance and meaning hid — 
Nor in our weakness could we bear the light 

With which our darkness is so often chid. . 
One lesson stern we con while sadly calm 

Sorrows lie dormant in each mortal soul — 
Then let us seek with pitying love to yearn 

O'er those who suffer grief that knows no balm. 
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Xn Jfflemorfam. 

THE LATE REV. CANON CLIFTON, 

MANCHESTER. 




GREAT and generous soul hath passed away, 
Whose eye for sorrow shed the pitying tear; 
An angel soul is heral'd into birth, 
To list the music of another sphere : 
Before his Saviour's feet his crown to cast, 
Gemm'd with the deeds of a long life well past. 
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TO THE REV. T. B. CLARKSON, M.A., 

ON HIS RETIREMENT FROM THE CHAPLAINCY, WEST RIDING 

ASYLUM, WAKEFIELD. 




HY work is o'er, thy mission grand and true 
All nobly done — and 'ere thou take thy rest 

Soldier of Christ ! thy strength we would renew 
With blessings pour'd from those whom 
thou hast blest. 



In love we place upon thy reverend head 
A wreath — that time itself can never fade, 

Twined with the memories of the sainted dead, 
Who to the dust with thy own prayers were laid. 

Watered by tears from many a fainting soul 
The widow, and the lonely and opprest, 

Whose desolated hearts, restored and whole — 
Thy words of sympathy made truly blest 

Patient thy teaching — like the Master slow 
To censure and to blame — but free to praise, 

Forgetful of thyself how much ! we know, 
So hast thou walked amongst us all thy days. 
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Watching and praying by the dying bed 
Of some who learned from Thee the Living Way, 

While young and old in tenderness thou led 
To the bright home of everlasting day. 

Vacant thy place ! where Sabbath we have kept 
Silent the voice — that led our souls above, 

But shrined within our hearts, thy name is left 
Graven in characters of grateful love. 

So may the cross, which thou hast nobly borne, 
Be worn by us — for love of thee and Him ; 

Learning from thence for other's woes to mourn, 
And dry the eye that erst with tears was dim. 



3|n JWemorfam. 

S. C. KELL, Esq., LATE OF BRADFORD. 




BROTHER'S spirit passed away ! 

A brother's head lies low, 
In the sweet tide of flowery May, 

Mid song of bird and hawthorn blow. 
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Long will his memory with us rest — 

His life an earnest prayer, 
To aid the stranger and oppressed, 

Their griefs to soothe and bear. 

In works of love his days were spent, 

His faith a living flame, 
With deeds of mercy sweetly blent 

In the great Master's name. 

His home a haven of repose 
Where dwelt the children dear, 

And she, now widowed, who knows 
The void — how sad ! how drear ! 

Where often sat as honoured guest 
The poor man, welcome there, 

For the Father's law is kept the best 
When another's need we share. 

But the Angel dread, who laid him low, 

With visage cold and stern, 
Shall shine as with a seraph's glow, 

When his lessons of love we learn. 

" The ripened grain all lowly bends, 
Meet for the Master's sheaves ; 

And the autumn vine its vintage lends, 
While green are the clustering leaves. 
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" The graves of saints hide the seeds of life, 

In weakness and sorrow sown ; 
The soil with the flowers of God is rife ! 

They shall blossom around the Throne. ,> 



THE FORTY-SECOND PSALM. 




N desert lone, the mid-day sun above, 

And burning sands beneath my weary feet, 
I cry to Thee, my God, and seek Thy love, 
E'en in this wilderness, my soul to greet 



Like stricken hart, pursued by deadliest foes, 
Wounded and faint, to Thee I sorrowing look ; 

For Thou alone canst heal my deep heart throes, 
And lead me to the cooling water-brook. 

In conflict and in strife I well-nigh fall, 
I thirst for Thee and Thy restoring grace ; 

Upon my Father's help I humbly call ; 
When shall I see His reconciled face ? 
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I need the love, that by Samaria's well 
Told of the pure — the ever-living stream- 

The blood of mournful Calvary — to quell 
The fever of life's sad and fitful dream. 

So to the cross my wandering steps I turn, 
And view the great atoning sacrifice ; 

Beneath its shadow there to read and learn 
My title to a rest beyond the skies. 



3|n ittemouam. 



o. L/. J\.. 




[OW welcome ! loved one, to thy wearied breast 
Is the long Sabbath that has o'er thee 
dawn'd ; 

Mid storm and tempest thou hast gained the rest 
For which thy soul, in anguish, often mourn'd. 
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Beyond the darkening clouds of sin and sorrow, 
That overhung thy pilgrim path below, 
i Lies the bright sunlight where no sad to-morrow 
Breaks on the joy that angel-spirits know. 

How canst thou worship with the adoring throng 
And read with lowly and with reverend love, 

His dark decree, who led thy soul along 
A vale of shadows — to His home above ! 

And trace the hand that mixed thy cup of pain, 
Its drops of mercy hidden from thy sight ; 

To purge thy soul from every earthly stain, 
Till it was meet for God's all-perfect light. 

Ah ! when with heart too full for words to speak, 
We, weeping, left thee to a stranger's care, 

And marked thine other self in suffering meek, 
Give thee to God — this was our sorrowing prayer: 

" O Thou who knowest that our frame is dust, 
Break not ! O break not this Thy bruised reed ! 

For Thou art merciful, as well as just, 
And Thou dost listen when thy children plead." 

Then came an answering voice, in accents sweet — 
" As many as I love I chasten sore ; 

I try the silver, but to make it meet 
For the Refiner's use — behold ! adore !" 



RELIGIOUS ECHOES. I55 



"BEHOLD THE BRIDEGROOM COMETH." 




[HEN will the Bridegroom call thee — sweet, 
When will the Bridegroom call ? 
When will He come, with impatient feet, 
To His bridal banquet-hall ? 



Will it be when thy heart is bathed with the dew 

Of thy youth's first opening morn • 
When thy spirit is light and fresh and free, 

And thy wreath of roses worn 1 

Or will it be in thy richest prime, 

In the heat of thy noontide love, 
When the fruits of the rich midsummer time, 

Are ripening around and above ? 

Is it then with His guests the Bridegroom will call, 
And take thee His loved one for aye 1 

Or tarries He yet till the shadows fall, 
On a glorious autumn sky 1 
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"I slumber and sleep thro' my Bridegroom's hour ; 

I know not if early or late ; 
I trim not my lamp with the holy power 

He gave when He bade me wait 

" I have lost the dew of my early youth, 

I have wasted my summer's prime ; 
But He gazes with pity, and love, and ruth, 

As in our first love's time. 

" My Bridegroom tarries, I will not sleep ; 

But, clothed in His wedding dress, 
My midnight vigil in prayer I'll keep 

Till He passes my soul to bless. 

" My Bridegroom tarries, but not that I 

May doubt of His loving heart ; 
He hath pardoned my sins of deepest dye — 

I am His no more to part 



fl 
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In iftUmoriam. 



REV. J. F. PENMAN. 




EACE to thy soul ! and hallowed be thy rest. 
Departed one ! The calm of thy repose 
Is sweeter far unto thy wearied breast 
Than morning dew-drops to the drooping 
rose. 



Sleep, pilgrim, sleep ! full oft thy pathway here 
Was wild and devious, and with grief o'ercast, 

But, gentle spirit, thou art resting where 
The great calamity is overpast 

We lovM thee, pilgrim, well, and we must weep ; 

'Tis meet to do so — e'en our Saviour shed 
The tear of friendship, and, in anguish deep, 

Bent sorrowing o'er the grave of Lazarus dead ! 

We watch'd thee, as the spoiler's withering touch 
Chased from thy cheeks their summer bloom away, 

And, gazing on thee, mourned and wept that such 
As thou wert mark'd so early for his prey. 
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O, we Had cherish' d many a dreamy hope 
And many a fervent prayer, that when the spring 

Should breathe again upon thee while she brought — 
A healing influence on her balmy wing, 

That thou should' st bloom again with many a flower, 
Fragile and frail, and delicate as thou ; 

And they have blossom'd, but no spring had power 
To chase the death-dews from thy pallid brow. 

But thou art resting from thy earthly toil ; 

To us indeed it was a sorrowing hour 
That to a fairer clime, a purer soil, 

Transplanted thee, thou ever fragrant flower ! 

Our wandering footsteps thou didst gently guide 
By peaceful streams, where earthly pastures grow ; 

But thou art gone — the Spirit and the Bride 
Called thee to walk where living fountains flow. 

Far from this world of sin thy soul has flown, 
Where tears are wiped away and clothed in white, 

Has join'd the countless host before the throne 
Who serve within the temple day and night 

Peace to thy ashes ! O, the sacred earth 
That presses on thy breast must hallowed be ; 

Thy grave in the lov'd land that gave tiiee birth, 
O pilgrim, must indeed be sweet to thee ! 



i 
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$n jftUmottam. 




FLOW'RET fair to me was given, 
To fit for earth, to train for heaven, 
An emblem meet of Him who drew 
The lily, and its petals knew. 

I pray'd the Master it might be 

PreservM in beauty long to me, 

That I might offer it to Him, 

Cleansed in Christ's blood, a spotless thing. 

An angel came and laid it low, 

And my heart sank beneath the blow ; 

But yet the spoiler seemed to say, 

" Wait and submit ! for as thy day 

Thy strength God gives, and this shall be 

A vision bright of love to thee !" 
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TO A FRIEND. 




[ARK ! 'tis thy Saviour calls, as in the time 
Of the glad prophets' sweetly-sounding lyre. 
" Come forth, for I have tried thee as gold 

And sat myself beside the trying fire. 
Come forth, that all my tried may gladly know 

My saints in darkest storms shall saved be ; 
I leave them not uncomforted, alone — 

A loving, faithful Father I will be ! 
Come forth, that the cold world no more may scorn, 

But, gazing on thee, learn my wise decree. 
I dry the tears of those I make to mourn, 

And as their day their strength shall surely be. 
Come forth, that sainted parents may attune 

Anew their harps, and with the angelic choir 
Record His grace who gave thee unto them, 

Their souls' deep, earnest, passionate desire. 
Come forth, that the lov'd Church of God below 

And pastors true may welcome thee a guest 
Till the Chief Shepherd shall himself appear, 

And call thee hence to His eternal rest" 
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THE PRESENTATION OF THE BIBLE TO 

DR. GARRETT, 

(Rector of Christ Church, Manchester,) 

BY THE YOUNG PEOPLE OF THE CONFIRMATION CLASS. 




was not costly gems they brought, 

Or treasures from the mine, 
Or robes or raiment richly wrought, 
Their love for him to sign. 



All these he'd taught them to despise, 
With worldly pomp and show, 

And bade them lay their sacrifice 
Before God's altar low ! 

He led them to the Master's fold, 
To breathe their early vow, 

A sacred gift for him they hold, 
God's consecrated now ! 
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Precious the casket, but within 
Are pearls of priceless worth, 

A sacrifice for human sin ! 
A Saviour's death and birth ! 

They leave their gift enshrin'd in prayer, 

That they may all be found 
True to his loving faithful care, 

And he with blessings crown'd. 

So when the Reaper comes along, 

Nor spareth fruit or leaves, 
This may be then their Pastor's song, 

u Master ! behold my sheaves ! " 



"AND SPAKE OF HIS DECEASE WHICH 

HE SHOULD ACCOMPLISH AT 

JERUSALEM." 




PAKE of the coming hour, 
When He should offer up 
The great world* sacrifice, 
And drink the bitter cup. 
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Spake of Gethsemane, 

Its agony and prayer, 
Of faltering friends who slept 

And watch'd not with Him there ! 

Spake of the tears of blood, 
The anguish and the woe ; 

Spake of the sacred flood 
That from His cross would flow. 

Spake of the judgment-hall, 

Of Pontius Pilate's bar, 

« 

Of Peter's coming fall, 
Who view'd his Lord afar. 

Spake of the lonely tide — 

The God-forsaken hour, 
When none might with Him bide— 

Who felt the tempter's power. 

Spake of the vanquish'd tomb, 

Waiting His burial day ; 
Spake of the scatter'd gloom, 

The friends who came to pray. 

Spake of the triumph high — 
Th' eternal gates unbared, 

His entrance to the sky, 
Lord of the angel-guard. 
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Spake of the countless whole, 
From every kindred sprung ; 

The travail of His soul 
When on the cross He hung. 

Spake of His marriage-feast — ' 
His Church the ready bride, 

Array'd in garments white, 
And through Him sanctified. 

Spake ! but the listening three 
Knew not the hidden word, 

Their faith too weak to see 
The rising of their Lord. 

From Tabor's mount they pass'd, 
The vision yet unseal'd, 

Till Calvary's cross at last 
The glorious truth reveal'd. 
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" JOY SHALL BE IN HEAVEN OVER ONE 
SINNER THAT REPENTETH." 




|ND is there joy in heaven when one poor soul, 

Wearied and worn with sin, to God returns — 

And prays his spirit maybe cleansed and whole. 

And at the cross the glorious process learns ? 
Ah, me, what wondrous lesson this to earth ! 

How cold are we ! When they the erring seek, 
And struggle for the new, the heavenly birth, 

Else we should words of comfort to them speak. 
And do the angels joy when we have wept 

Our burning tears o'er those we deemed lost, 
And knew not that the Shepherd good had kept 

Their souls in safety — His own life the cost. 
Then let us love the sinning one as He, 

Nor doubt His power to bring them to His feet, 
But woo and win them gently, tenderly, 

Till angel choirs their pardoned spirits greet. 
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HYMN. 




WASH my robes in Jesu's blood, 

It frees from every stain ; 
I bathe beneath the sacred flood, 
And pardon thus obtain. 

I bear the cross that Jesus bore, 

I find its burden light ; 
It points me to the open door 

Where faith is changed to sight. 

I tread the path that Jesus trod, 
Full often lone and drear ; 

I hear the Father's chastening rod, 
That calls His children near. 

I love the day that Jesus blest, 
When rising from the grave ; 

The holy Sabbath's peaceful rest, 
His death and burial gave. 

I wait the home that Jesus gives, 
To all who love Him here ; 

Dying I know He ever lives, 
And I no longer fear ! 



RELIGIOUS ECHOES. 1 6) 



A CHRISTMAS CAROL. 




ARK ! the Christmas bells are ringing, 
Sweetly through the frosty air, 

Joyful tidings they are bringing, 
Messages of love they bear. 



They have rung from many a steeple, 
All adown the solemn times, 

Gladdening oft the listening people, 
With the music of their chimes. 

Echo they the ancient story, 
Of a manger cradled child, 

Tell they of a hymn of glory, 
Sung on Bethlehem's starry wild. 

Eastern Magi turn adoring, 
Gold and costliest offerings bring, 

Heeding not the tyrant's scorning, 
Kneel before the new-made king. 
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Haxk the Christmas bells are ringing, 

Sweetly thro' the frosty air, 
Unto broken circles bringing, 

Consolation in their prayer. 

Prayer they utter — one of gladness, 
That the Man of Sorrows came, 

Sympathising with the sadness, 
Of the stricken mourner's frame. 

And in their cadence rich we hear, 
Of love and mercy sweetly blent, 

A God in human flesh draws near, 
A brother-man to earth is lent ! 

Speak they to the worn and weary, 

Of a coming time of rest, 
For their path is not so dreary, 

As was His — the Judean guest 

Come and keep the joyous festal, 

Of a Saviour's natal day, 
Guarded as by sacred vestal, 

Let our love burn bright alway I 

Ere the Christmas bells are silent, 

Let us all our homage pay, 
To the Friend whose death has purchas'd 

For our life this Christmas-day ! 
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TO A NEWLY BEREAVED HUSBAND. 




ND has thy lov'd one passed away, 

And dost thou sorrowing shed 
The tears of agony to-day, 
O'er her — thy cherish'd dead 1 



And doth the grief that rends thy heart, 

Dark shadows o'er it cast, 
Because that she, thy better part, 

Hath gained her home at last ? 

Because ye miss the loving smile, 
And none are near to greet, 

Wait! 'tis your Saviour's "little while/' 
And then again ye'll meet 



Canst thou not hear her seraph voice, 
Amid the heavenly throng, 

Bidding thy mourning soul rejoice, 
Nor think its throes too strong ] 
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Doth she not bend before the throne, 

A waiting seraph there, 
And for thy lov'd one and her own 

Pour forth an angel's prayer 1 

Doth she not watch thy path around, 
And mingle with thy prayer, 

The incense of her praise profound, 
That thou art hastening there ! 

And bid thee for her sake to dry 

The agonizing tears — 
And fix Faith's bright enduring eye, 

Beyond these passing years. 



Where that blest tie shall be renewed, 
And partings ne'er are known — 

Earth's joys and griefs as mercy view'd, 
Before the golden throne ! 
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"THE NEW AND LIVING WAY." 




HE veil is rent — I would draw near 

My God, and view Thy mercy seat, 
But earth's distracting cares appear, 
Forbidding me my Lord to meet 

I hear His voice in accents sweet, 

" O weary, heavy laden, come," 
Fain would I rise my love to greet, 

Affliction chains me sorrowing, dumb ! 

Weeping, I watch Thy day-star bright, 
It breaks and gilds my darkened way, 

Yet meteors of earth's fickle light, 
Oft blind me to its heavenly ray. 

Fainting, I see the shadowy rock, 
Where all thy wearied ones repose ; 

Yet " am I one of that loved flock, 
I ask that the Good Shepherd chose ? " 

Sweetly the Spirit and the Bride 

Tell of the ever-living stream, 
Life's tempests and its billowy tide 

Too oft will drown the heavenly theme. 
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Where till the shadows from thee flee, 
Where wilt thou rest, O troubled soul ! 

Dimly His image dost thou see, 
Who sought thee wandering, made thee whole ! 

Yet to His cross turn thy sad eyes, 

Gaze on thy bleeding suffering Lord, — 

And in His perfect sacrifice 

Find thine acceptance with thy God. 



TO MY FATHER, ON HIS EIGHTIETH 

BIRTHDAY. 

" The righteous shall flourish like the palm tree : he shall grow like a 
cedar in Lebanon. Those that be planted in the house of the Lord shall 
flourish in the courts of our God. They shall still bring forth fruit in old 
age." — Psalm xcii. 

VE eighty summers passed o'er thy head, 
My father ! and thy life has still been spar'd 

While through this wilderness all safely led, 
Thy God and ours has ever for thee car'd 1 
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When early planted — like a fruitful tree, 

Whose leaf all green doth cheer the water-side, 

Within His courts, His service pure and free, 
Thy heart with perfect peace hath still supplied. 

In joys and sorrows oft thy children felt 
The blessed influence of a father's love — 

How soon thy heart with tenderness could melt, 
How soothe and comfort, while it raised above ! 

How deep thy sympathy for human woe ! 

How ready to bestow the needed aid ! 
How genial was the soul that could o'erflow 

With gladness, when another's joy was made ! 

So like the palm or cedar spreading fair, 
Thy green old age shall gladden all around, 

And teach that God doth for His lov'd ones care, 
And choicest blossoms on His trees are found ! 



In JNtmotiam. 



SARAH E. ANDERSON 




|HERE art thou, child? why do we hear no 
more 
The gladdening music of thy gentle voice, 
Those joyous tunes we miss, that oft before 

Have bade our spirits in thy love rejoice. ^ 

Where art thou, child ? why art thou absent here, 
When thy lov'd brethren claim our tender care ? 

Hast thou, sweet child ! hast thou, no starting tear 
For us to wipe — no grief for us to share ? 

Where art thou, child 1 the evening prayer is said, 

Why cam'st thou not to mingle with the rest 
To pray that thou might'st every day be led 

By Him who folds young children to His breast 1 

Hast thou found refuge 'neath the sheltering wing 
Of Christ, who sooth' d thee on thy dying bed, 

Who took — for thee — from Death his fearful sting, 
And o'er thy soul His lovingkindness shed ? 
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" My lov'd ones, mourn not ! though my course be 
run, 

I've tracked the bright, the everlasting way ; 
Then father ! mother ! weep not ! though my sun 

Be set in darkness, ere it yet was day. 



4 



" I rest with Jesus ! weep no more for me, 
Of such His kingdom is, He calls us blest ; 

Soon shall ye hear His voice, and see with me 
My glorious home ! my everlasting rest ! " 
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